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CHAPTEE I. 

"When Wanda left her room she went down- 
stairs and entered the quiet corridor which 
led to the library. It was still and silent ; 
the library itself was also empty. The win- 
dows were open at each end, and the sunshine 
slanted under the verandahs, but none could 
enter the room. The soft, warm air of early 
summer appeared to die away upon the 
threshold and become changed into the chill 
and ghostly breath of the dead scholars 
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2 THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WABSAW. 

whose works stood upon the shelves. Wanda 
looked round her with a little shiver. 

"I should not like this room if I were 
Zadwiga!" she said to herself; "I should 
always be fancying secret doors in it, or that 
someone was hiding behind those heavy 
hangings. But I don't suppose Zadwiga 
ever thinks herself alone here; books are 
companions to her.'* 

"Wanda crossed the room and knocked at 
the door of her sister's little sitting-room. 

" Come in," said Zadwiga, in her low, 
clear voice, which gave, by its sound, the im- 
pression of a gentle and equable nature. 
Wanda opened the door and saw her sister 
within, looking so like a saint that she uttered 
a little exclamation, and stood still to gaze 
upon the picture. The windows in Zadwiga's 
own room were narrow slits high in the wall, 
so far up that Karol had to open them with 
the aid of a pulley. The morning sun came 
slanting down through these inlets straight 
upon Zadwiga's head, turning her hair into a 
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THE PRBTTIBST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 3 

halo, and lending a gentle glory to her face, 
which was lit from within by a bright 
enthusiasm. She had her hands crossed upon 
her bosom, and from them hung a rosary. 
She stood in front of a reading-stand, upon 
which she had placed her English Bible ; and 
just as Wanda came to the door she had been 
reading aloud from those pages, in the lan- 
guage which she loved for Arthur's sake. 
The thought came into Wanda's mind which 
had once occurred to Madame Lubelski — 
that Zadwiga had the very face of a martyr 
In an instant the charm was broken; 
Zadwiga advanced to meet her, and in so 
doing passed out of the golden bar of light 
which had illumined her. But her eyes still 
.shone with a deep content. 

The two remained alone a long time, 
talking of the future and its possibilities, of 
the past and its memories. Niko's de- 
parture appeared to have worked a change 
in Wanda which her sister welcomed with 
delight. She was in a softer, a more 
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4 THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

generous and gentle mood ; once more Zad- 
wiga felt that she had the old, dear, familiar, 
lovable Wanda back again with her. 

They talked a great deal about Arthur 
Dene. Zadwiga's marriage, in spite of its 
clandestine character, seemed to Wanda to 
have something sacred about it. This came, 
in reality, from Zadwiga's own atmosphere. 
She surrounded every thought of her love 
with a refinement and an ardour which 
gave it an admirable beauty. Wanda felt 
humiliated and ashamed before her younger 
sister. She did not like to think of the 
different aspect which her own marriage now 
wore. She knew well that she was herself 
greatly at fault. She recognised it as an 
impossibility that under the same circum- 
stances Zadwiga could have done what she 
had done. Her mind drooped at the thought. 
But she re-stung herself into pride and de- 
fiance with the recollection of her last meeting 
with Zadwiga's husband, when Niko had 
shown how little he trusted her, when he 
had put so heavy an insult upon her. She 
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THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WABSAW. & 

could not tell Zadwiga of this. She trusted 
instinctively to Arthur's generosity never to 
tell her of it. Strange that she should shrink 
from revealing to this younger sister the 
unhappy cause of the change in herself and 
Niko. She was positively ashamed to say 
that he was jealous of her. What was it in 
Zadwiga now that made her strong like a 
saint, bright like an angel ? It was her deep 
love, which was busy developing the power 
of her character ; it was her absolute faith in 
the man she loved ; a faith which had in it 
an almost religious quality. 

When they had discussed all the happy 
probabilities of the future, Wanda referred 
to something which her sister had avoided 
epeaking of. 

"I shall have to leave you alone here 
again," she said. 

Zadwiga made no reply. 

" Are you afraid of Demetri ? " asked 
Wanda, after a moment ; ** if you are you 
may confess it to me ; for I must say honestly 
that I should be so anywhere but in a 
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6 THE PEBTTIBST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

crowded salon. Sometimes lie makes ma 
think of a wild beast/* 

" I am afraid of him,** said Zadwiga, 
simply. 

Wanda looked into her sister's face, and 
put her hand on the lace at her throat. 

" Have you it there ? *' 

" Yes/' said Zadwiga, " always." 

** And you would use it ? " 

She gazed very earnestly into Zadwiga's 
eyes, waiting her answer. 

" I have hardly thought of that seriously,'^ 
said Zadwiga, a faint tremor passing through 
her as she spoke ; ** but when you ask mo 
like that, I feel that to defend myself I would 
use it." 

Wanda looked away, giving a sigh of 
satisfaction. 

" I am glad to hear that," she said ; " it 
makes me feel safer in leaving you. Do not 
forget that when you have to deal with a 
wild beast you must use the weapons of the 
hunter." 
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THE PEKTTIEST WOMAN IN WABSAW. 7 

" I cannot forget,'* said Zadwiga, in a low 
voice, ** that I am not my own — I am 
Arthur's. That thought gives me a courage 
I could not otherwise possess. Do not fear 
for me ! " 

For the next three days Demetri and 
Wanda hardly met. At dinner she sat next 
to him, and was sufl&ciently gracious. But 
the evenings she spent alone with Zadwiga. 
This was not noticed, for everyone was busy 
with preparations for the coming masque; 
or, if it was noticed, it was readily excused, 
as the sisters would so soon have to enter 
upon a long separation. There was no 
dancing in the salon after dinner, for it was 
in the hands of carpenters, being fitted up 
for the great evening. It was to be adorned 
with masses of flowers, reflected ou every 
side in mirrors. The windows were all to 
be securely fastened there and in the supper- 
room, and all the communicating corridors 
and smaller rooms, which would be used for 
flirtation or for cards. In this way the ball 
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8 THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

might last indefinitely, undisturbed by the 
coming of. day. Demetri's mind was very 
much taken up by the late arrival of his 
costume. He was disposed to postpone any 
very ardent love-making until the night of 
the ball. 

Zadwiga put on one of Wanda's character 
dresses after another, and scrutinised herself 
earnestly in the glass. Wanda declared that 
in each she looked more lovely than the last. 
This dress rehearsal took place on the very 
day of the ball. The sisters were so alike 
in figure, that no alterations would be neces- 
sary. Zadwiga had only to decide what she 
would wear. 

After half a morning had been spent in 
this way, Zadwiga turned to her sister with 
a frown on her forehead. 

" They are very lovely," she said, " but I 
do not like them on myself. They all seem 
to belong to the stage. I feel like an actress 
again when I put them on. And you know, 
Wanda, I am no longer an actress." 
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THE PEBTTIBST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 9 

" And for his sake you don't want even to 
feel like one ? " said Wanda, laughing as she 
spoke, in answer to the look in her sister's 
eyes, rather than to the words she uttered. 
** Well, be faithful in the spirit, little one; it 
is much better than being faithful only in the 
letter." Then came a sigh, and she sat down 
on her couch, and felt as if something in her 
heart was going to break, but she quickly 
roused herself again. 

" Come," she cried, " I have an idea— 
and perhaps a whole comedy of errors may 
arise out of it. We will dress alike to-night 
— we will both wear our Polish dresses — and 
then, when we have our masks on, no one 
will know which is which. Demetri will be 
puzzled beyond words. He will have to 
make love to us both at once. And if Niko 
should take it into his head to come back, 
what fun it would be ! " 

The thing was settled at once without any 
further discussion. 

" But I shall be terrified if Demetri takes 
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10 THE PBETTIBST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

me for you, and leans over me, as I have 
seen him lean over you," said Zadwiga ; "I 
could not bear it; I should run away ta 
my own room. Indeed, I expect I shall do 
that in any case when the night is half over. 
I do not care to dance till the morning. I 
cannot have you to-night ; well, then, I will 
have some one else. After the mazurka I 
shall go away and write a letter to Arthur. 
Perhaps some chance might favour it, if you 
carry it with you — ^you might be able ta 
give it him. If not you must post it to 
him." 

*' Perhaps he will meet us at Liverpool,'^ 
said Wanda ; " he is always hungry for newa 
of you." 

" Well, I will have it ready for you when 
you go in the morning. And I will send 
him that new photograph I had taken in 
Jassy. Happy photograph 1 — if it reaches 
him." 

The two wandered away together to the- 
conservatories, where a work of devastation 
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TAB PfiRTTIBST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 11 

was going on. The flowers were being 
gathered on every side. 

The afternoon passed away too quickly for 
the sisters, who shared a keen dread of to- 
morrow's separation. America seemed, to 
both of them, to be so far, so very far 
away ! 

At dinner Demetri appeared, looking very 
well pleased. His costume had come, and 
now he felt at ease, and able to devote hi& 
attention to Wanda. He reminded her that 
ever since this ball had been talked of she 
had engaged herself to dance with him both 
the mazurka and the cotillion. 

"Not both," protested Wanda. "No, I 
don't remember such a large promise. The 
mazurka ; yes I We will see about the cotil- 
lion afterwards. Perhaps I shall not dance 
after supper. I travel to-morrow, you know." 

" Oh, that does not matter," said Demetri; 
" you must dance. I will get my aunt to put 
something in your coSee which should make 
you desire to dance 1 " 
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12 THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

" What nonsense," said Wanda ; " you 
do not surely believe in those gipsy charms ? '* 

" I think I do," said Demetri ; " I should 
like to try. Why do you never drink any 
coffee ? Let me bring you some after dinner.' 

" No, thank you ! " said Wanda, with a 
suddenly heightened colour. She had caught 
Miralda's eyes fixed on them. She felt all 
at once very glad that she was going away 
to-morrow ; and a burning desire rose in her 
heart that it was possible to take Zadwiga 
with her. " Oh, if Arthur Dene could sit at 
this table, and see the cruel, animal face 
of Prince Demetri, he would not let Zadwiga 
stay here another day 1 " So said Wanda to 
herself as she rose from the table ; and she 
resolved to see Arthur if it were possible, and 
urge him to fetch Zadwiga from her exile 
among these people. 

The two sisters went away together to 
dress. It did not take long, this task, with 
the assistance of Wanda's maid, who put the 
final touch by dressing Zadwiga's hair in the 
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THE PEBTTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 13 

new style adopted by her sister since her stay 
in Paris. This made the likeness between 
them complete. Only the face showed which 
was which. Looking at the two unmasked, one 
would have said that the greatest difference 
lay in the mouth and the shape of the face. 
Zadwiga's mouth was all alive with her loving, 
tender, modest, generous nature. Her face 
was a pure and perfect oval. Wanda's face 
was of a keener shape, less rounded of outline^ 
a shade more pointed in the chin, and perhaps 
wider across the brow. 

But when the two stood together before 
the glass, they tried the experiment of hold- 
ing a lace handkerchief or a fan across the 
lower part of the face, to see if it would be a 
suflficient disguise. Then it was evident that 
the greatest difference after all was in the 
eyes. Strange that eyes, without their setting, 
lose their character ; at all events, when the 
sisters put on their black lace-edged masks, 
individuality was destroyed. It was im- 
possible to tell one from the other. 
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" Now," cried Wanda, gaily, " may one 
not expect a * Comedy of Errors ? ' " 

" I wish Niko was here, or would come," 
said Zadwiga ; " it would be amusing. And 
I am very sorry he is not here ; it must be 
dull at his own chateau, all alone," 

" He is in Paris, I expect, by this 
time," said Wanda, after a moment's pause. 
" He wanted to look after some specu- 
lations he had made before we leave for 
America. I don't think he cares for his 
own country much. Paris suits him 
better." 

Ready at last, in the dress which had now 
become a disguise, the two went down to the 
salon. It was already a wonderfully brilliant 
scene. The masses of flowers were lit up by 
innumerable wax candles, and everything was 
doubled by the mirrors. The floor was a 
miracle of polished smoothness ; such a floor 
as makes dancing a delight. Here and there 
were scattered groups of strange, brilliant, 
and beautiful figures — made stranger by being 
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mixed together. The whole was a flash of 
colour, a glow of light. 

" This is more brilliant than anything I 
have ever seen," said Wanda. 

" What I in Paris or London ? *' asked her 
sister, with a laugh. 

**Yes. I have seen nothing to equal it. 
Certainly Miralda is a magnificent hostess." 

The sisters advanced together to the centre 
of the great salon; as they did so, a glitter- 
ing figure detached itself from a group of 
talkers and approached them. 

" Can you believe it ? " said Wanda, in a 
low voice. " It is Demetri." 

No Roman noble ever looked more splendid 
than did the man who came to meet them. 
At this moment Demetri was consummately 
handsome. He wore a coat of white moir6 
antique, embroidered with gold, and all alight 
in front with diamonds, mixed with sapphires 
and rubies. The cloak which fell from his 
shoulders was of purple velvet, lined with 
light sable fur. The almost barbaric bril- 
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16 THE PEETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. ' 

liance of this dress showed off Demetri's 
dark skin and black hair to perfection ; he 
wore it with an admirable ease, born of 
intense admiration for himself. Certainly 
to-night he was aggressively handsome; it 
was impossible to be indifferent to him — it 
was necessary either to appreciate his magni- 
ficent appearance, or to turn one's back upon 
it. The sisters simply looked at him in a 
sort of amazement. Masked as tbey were 
they could gaze as much as they desired; 
and naturally they desired a thorough in- 
spection of such a costume. No woman 
could regard it without a faint pang of envy. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Wanda was the first to observe, with pleasure, 
that Demetri was gazing at them in great 
perplexity. He had no idea which was 
Wanda, and as she was just now the object 
of his adoration, he desired to address her, 
and not the sister who would be left to him 
when she had gone. 

At this moment the Tzigane band began 
to play the most delicious dance music. 

" Which is my partner ? " asked Demetri. 

" I am your partner," said Wanda, " surely 
you recognise the voice ? " and she put her 
hand on his arm. 

" I think so," said Demetri, looking at the 

VOL. III. 
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18 THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

little he could see of her face in considerable 
uncertainty. 

Looking round, as they moved away, 
Wanda saw her sister surrounded by a 
group of strange and fantastic figures. She 
laughed gaily. 

" My sister and I will have each other's 
admirers to-night, I think J " she said. 

"You are the Princess Wanda, really?" 
said Demetri. 

" Do you doubt it ?" cried Wanda. " Is 
it possible that you cannot tell, because my 
nose and mouth are hidden ? "What makes 
you suppose I am Wanda ? " 

" Because you said you were my partner ; 
and Wanda promised to dance the mazurka 
with me.'* 

" I shall say a great many things which 
you will not do well to believe so readily," 
said Wanda, with a solemn air, 

" There spoke Zadwiga ! " exclaimed 
Demetri. 

Wanda wanted to laugh at the tone of 
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couviction in which he spoke, but she re- 
strained herself. A fancy came into her 
mind ; she amused herself by carrying it 
out. She imitated her sister's graver voice 
and gentleness; she adopted the somewhat 
more chosen phraseology which Zadwiga 
used. The entertainment which this little 
piece of acting afforded her was great; it 
amused her very much to find that Demetri 
was delighted to fancy Zadwiga's heart had 
softened towards him. It amused her, too, 
to find his glances, meant for Zadwiga, just 
the same as those which had so often been 
lavished upon her. They were practised 
glances, expressing little indeed. 

The thing became more and more intoxi^ 
eating to Wanda; such a little sweet neSiS, 
in the character of her sister, seemed to have 
so much effect, that by degrees she let her 
manner grow still sweeter. And as she did 
so Demetri's face lost its look of self-admiral- 
tion. It began to wear an expression of 
excitement, of ardour. Wanda, looking ia 
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his eyes, thought him more like a wild 
animal than she had imagined possible. It 
was like dancing with a polite panther, who 
might at any moment fling off his superficial 
civilization and become a creature of the 
forest. Wanda half admired Demetri, with 
this wild look on his face ; the forgetfulness 
of self made him more masculine. Certainly 
he was a dangerous, an inflammable creature. 
But no harm could, or should, come of her 
little amusement she told herself. As soon 
as the dance was over — or, at all events, 
as soon as supper was over, she would 
unmask, and show him that she had played 
him a trick. It would be an excellent 
opportunity to make him understand that all 
her graciousness of late had merely been 
another trick. She was pleased with this 
idea; for she was anxious, before leaving 
the Chateau Roman, to undeceive him as to 
his having made any impression on her 
heart. She laughed to herself as she pre- 
pared in her mind little speeches which 
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would, in telling him one thing, tell him also 
another. 

Demetri was very excited. He really 
admired Zadwiga much the most, if she 
would be but kind; her consistent coldness 
had made him value Wanda's smiles so 
highly. And, besides, Wanda was a cele- 
brity, and had a husband who could be 
made jealous. But now that Niko was no 
longer here, half the fun of the affair was 
gone, and to-morrow Wanda would leave 
the chateau for places far beyond his reach. 
He might follow her to Paris; but not to 
London or New York. Under these cir- 
cumstances it was far preferable to receive 
some kindness from the lovely younger 
fiister. And such kindness I Wanda used 
her familiar art and played the timid but 
voluptuous girl to perfection. 

The salon was very full now, of every con- 
<5eivable sort of quaint or beautiful figure ; 
the corridors and smaller rooms were 
<5rowded with people apparently from all 
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Bations and centuries. The scene in itself 
was enough to excite any but a dollard, with 
the delicious music stirring the senses, and 
the scent of flowers bewildering them. Only 
now and then did the two Polish queena 
catch sight of each other ; and then a glance 
passed between them, which seemed to have 
a weird and mysterious meaning to those 
•who knew not which was which. 

The saloTiy though it was very large^ 
became hot, for the windows all being so 
firmly closed made it oppressive ; and the 
air was heavy with perfumes. Demetri, as- 
soon as the dance ended, led Wanda away to 
the supper-room that they might drink some 
champagne. 

" You must have some," he insisted ; 
" they will not come down to supper for hours 
— perhaps not till it is late in the morning.'^ 

Wanda drank a glassful, sipping it, while 
Demetri drained glass after glass. He very 
seldom took more than a most moderate 
quantity of wine ; drinking was not one of 
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his favourite excesses. But to-night he was 
excited, and hardly knew what he did. His 
companion's gentle mood was an unexpected 
stimulant to him. They left the supper- 
room at last, leisurely finding a path through 
the masquerading crowd on the staircase. 
A laughing, merry, mad group came down 
towards them. Zadwiga was its centre. 
The men about her were professing to be her 
courtiers and were quarrelling in all sorts of 
fantastic fashions over their privileges. The 
sisters managed to reach each other, and 
Zadwiga whispered — 

" These foolish creatures all think I am 
you ! I am tired to death of being flattered 
by your admirers. I am going to escape, for 
it is already late, and then you will have no 
peace — they will all buzz after you like so 
many bees." 

Clinging together, the sisters went down 
the staircase. Most of the men who had 
been around Zadwiga fell back ; only Demetri 
followed the two closely. They crossed 
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the great hall, and quickly disappeared into 
the darkness of the corridor that led to the 
library. Demetri leaned against one of the 
pillars of the hall determined to wait till his 
partner returned. She had fed him with 
such sweet illusions that he did not for a 
moment think she would remain away from 
him longer than she could help. He stood 
there, idly looking at the fantastic figures 
about him; they in their turn gazed upon 
him with undisguised admiration. . For cer- 
tainly he was the handsomest, the most strik- 
ing and magnificent among them. 

Some little time elapsed, and Demetri 
began to grow impatient. But at last the 
heavy baize door moved, and Wanda emerged 
from the dark recess. She held her mask in 
her hand; there were tears in her eyes, and 
she was pale. 

Demetri advanced to meet her. 

"You have been very treacherous," he 
said, in a low voice ; " why did you not 
dance with me as you promised ? " 
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" I did,'* said Wanda, curtly, and in a tone 
of contempt. 

"You did? No, surely it was your 
sister." 

" Not at all ; it was I, and no other. I 
assure you. Prince Ghyka, that you are very 
€asily imposed upon. I amused myself, as I 
had already discovered that you could be 
deceived without diflficulty, in seeing how 
completely I could deceive you." 

" I don't believe it," exclaimed Demetri, 
passionately. 

They stood there a moment gazing in each 
other's eyes. Demetri, meeting the cold light 
in Wanda's, declared again, and more pas- 
sionately, that he did not believe what she 
had told him. And he did not. This frigid, 
•contemptuous woman could not be the same 
that so lately had fired his blood with her 
look and her touch ! His incredulity irritated 
Wanda, and she spoke some bitter words 
which roughly tore the veil off their recent 
friendliness. Then, with an impatient gesture, 
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she turned and left him, soon disappearing^ 
in the crowd. For a moment Demetri was 
staggered by her words, and felt furious that 
he had been made so great a fool of. But 
very quickly he recovered himself. 

" I don't believe it," he muttered ; " that 
soft little creature was Zadwiga. She is 
worth twenty such women as this. I'll go 
and find her ; I daresay she is expecting 
me. 

He turned towards the baize door, and 
then hesitated, remembering that Karol 
always lay in wait, as it were, within it^ 
and made approach to his mistress diffi- 
cult. 

" I'll go round," thought Demetri. " Very 
probably the library window is open, as the 
night is so hot." 

Throwing his cloak over his arm, he made 
his way down a side corridor to a little door 
which led into the garden. All this side of 
the chateau was plunged in darkness, and it 
was as silent and unpeopled as a place of the 
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dead. Lookiiig back from the dim corridor 
in which he had himself become invisible, he 
saw that Karol had come outside the baize 
door, and was amusing himself with watching 
the crowd of fantastic figures that moved in- 
cessantly about, forming a strange bizarre 
picture. 

" Good," thought Demetri ; " perhaps she 
has sent him out. Who knows ? At all 
events, it looks favourable. I will just look 
out and see if her window is open ; if not, 
I'll go back and boldly pass that old watch 
dog." 

Zadwiga was alone in the library. She 
had insisted that Wanda should leave her, 
because she knew if both the Polish queens 
disappeared there would be a great search 
made for them. The ball was in Wanda's 
honour ; she was the heroine of the evening, 
and must remain in the thick of the revel. 
But Zadwiga found the mad gaiety of the 
scene insupportable. The sense that she 
would so soon be left alone again — that Arthur 
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was SO far away, and that Wanda would 
immediately leave her to go so much farther 
— this had come upon her suddenly, and 
made her unfit to play her part in the 
masquerade. She had escaped, and had 
taken a kind of farewell of Wanda; for 
they knew that to-morrow there would be 
but little time for leave-taking. And now 
she promised herself to write a letter to 
Arthur. The night would pass very happily 
employed in such a task I 

The air of the library was very pleasant 
after the heavy atmosphere of the dancing- 
room. Karol had lit a solitary lamp, which 
cast a ring of light about it. He had kept 
open one of the wide windows, and the soft, 
fresh air from without came to Zadwiga with 
a delicious refreshment. She moved slowly 
across the room to the open window; the 
night was dark, but still and clear. On 
such nights she loved to stand out under 
the verandah and smell the thousand 
sweet odours of the garden. She felt a 
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longing to go out into the fresh fragrance, 
under the pure sky, and there forget the 
artificiality of the riotous scene she had 
left. 

Approaching the window, she stood there, 
still almost as a statue, buried in her 
thoughts, her eyes vaguely wandering over 
the darkness without. Her mind was away 
in that England which she could not picture, 
with Arthur ; and she was murmuring to 
herself some English words which had already 
grown familiar to her tongue — " My love — 
my husband 1 " 

Suddenly she heard a sound — a rustling, 
as of silk, outside. It was too dark to see 
what was near her. But she quickly made 
a step backwards, intending to shut the 
window. Before she could do anything she 
felt herself seized ; she was grasped in a 
strong, fierce, passionate embrace ; a hot 
breath was on her cheek — a face, burning 
with ardour and excitement, was against 
hers — Demetri's lips were pressed in a kiss 
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that was like fire, dinging fire, upon her 
own. 

With one great effort she freed her right 
arm, and snatched the dagger from within 
her dress. 
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At supper time the most brilliant figure 
was observed to be absent — that of Prince 
Demetri. He was not to be found. Miralda 
looked all round the supper-room and ob- 
served that there was only one of the two 
Polish queens present. 

"Never mind," she said; "Demetri will 
come. He will not neglect himself." 

But Wanda felt uneasy when she observed 
his absence. Had her words offended him 
very bitterly ? Wanda was one of that class 
of women who cannot measure the force of 
their speech. When she waa angry she 
hesitated not an instant, but simply spoke 
out all her feeling. She had more than 
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once found, afterwards, that she had inflicted 
a much wider wound than she had supposed. 
When she had forgotten her past anger, 
others remembered it only too well. Had 
she really hurt Demetri now? Was it 
possible that he had indeed cared for her, 
and been absolutely wounded by the dis- 
covery that she had been merely playing a 
part ? At the thought, a sense of triumph 
rose in Wanda's heart. What was he doing ? 
Wandering up and down some dark comer of 
the chslteau cursing his fate ? The idea of 
having made the insolent, self -admiring prince 
suffer pleased Wanda. She concluded that 
there was certainly no cause for uneasiness. 
A little humiliation would do Demetri a 
great deal of good. 

She was one of the gayest at that supper 
table. She engaged herself 'to dance the 
cotillion with a very splendid Buckingham. 
Now that Demetri was not in the room he 
was the finest figure there. An adoring 
satan, an ardent clown, a fierce brigand, had 
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remained close to her, forming an inner circle 
round her chair, and each believing that with 
him she would dance the cotillion. When 
her choice became known, these disappointed 
ones decided that the great actress was very 
frivolous, and cared only for feathers and 
diamonds. 

It was ten o'clock in the morning before 
that cotillion came to an end. None of the 
dancers knew the time, or cared to know it ; 
the broad daylight outside made no difference 
in the salon^ where the windows were safely 
sealed against it. 

Miralda knew the hour, and congratulated 
herself on the perfect success of her enter- 
tainment, for the dancers were still full of un- 
flagging spirit. The card-room was crowded 
with people, who had become possessed by 
the very demon of gambling, and to whom it 
was a matter of indifference whether it was 
day or night ; whether they sat at the table 
an hour or a week. 

Wanda had hidden a little jewelled watch 
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in her dress, for she had to travel, and being 
a woman of business, had no idea of losing 
her train. After the cotillion she went in 
search of Miralda and said good-bye to her. 

** I must go and rest for an hour or two 
before I start," she said ; " and just when I 
am leaving, you will have succeeded in getting 
to your room, so I shall not disturb you then." 

" Good-bye," said the old Princess ; " can 
you tell me where Demetri is ? ** 

"II" exclaimed Wanda ; " no, indeed." 

" I am surprised he is not here to take his 
farewell of you. It is not like him to dis- 
appear at such a moment, or to leave a scene 
like this till the very end," went on the 
Princess, looking very hard at Wanda. 

But Wanda said nothing, and showed 
nothing in her face ; she turned the conver- 
sation by a compliment upon the magnificence 
and the success of the entertainment; and 
then she made her way through the crowd, 
which seemed still to be filled with the spirit 
of carnival, and escaped to her own room. 
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She found here an admirably orderly scene, 
after what she had left. Her maid was up, 
fresh after a night's sleep, and had arranged 
a little breakfast table for her by the open 
window, in the sunshine. The boxes were^ 
all packed, except the one in which Wanda's 
Polish costume was to travel. All was ready, 
and there was nothing to do but to drink 
fiome hot coffee and then go to bed for a while. 

After some two hours of quiet sleep, Wanda 
rose again, as fresh as possible. 

** Is the ball over ? " she asked her maid. 

** Yes, madame, I think so. People have 
been driving away ever since you came to 
bed, and now the chslteau seems very quiet." 

" I will get up," said Wanda. " If I am 
quick now I shall have a few minutes with 
^adwiga before I start. Will you see, Louise^ 
that the servants don't all fall asleep and 
forget my carriage ? " 

^' Yes, madame, I will go down and see it 
is not forgotten." 

Wanda was not long in rising and dressing' 
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herself for travelling. She always looked 
delightful on a journey ; she had the art of 
dressing for it, which so few women possess. 
The ch&teau was quiet, indeed, now. Every- 
thing was still. Some of the gipsy servants 
were asleep on the rugs of the floors, too 
weary to go to their quarters. The great 
empty salon was still shuttered and brilliantly 
illuminated. Wanda shuddered as she caught 
sight of it through the open doorway ; it 
looked so incongruous with the sunshine of 
the outer world. She hurried downstairs and 
went into the corridor which led to the 
library. At the baize door Karol met her. 

" My little Ma'moiselle is asleep,'* he said, 
" after being awake all night. She does not 
seem very well, and perhaps it would be a 
pity to disturb her." 

Wanda put her hand on his arm, " Why, 
Karol," she said, "how you are trembling! 
You have been up all night, and had no rest.'* 

"No, I have had no rest, Madame," said 
Karol. 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 37 

"You are quite tired out," said Wanda; 
" why not go to bed now ? I must just peep 
into Zadwiga's room — perhaps I may kiss her 
without waking her," 

" She is not well," said Karol, still barring 
the way. 

" Who should see her, then, but I ? " asked 
Wanda, pushing past him, "Don't be un- 
kind to me, when I am going away for so 
long." 

She went on tiptoe across the library, 
which appeared to her more silent and chilly 
than ever. The atmosphere of the place was 
so different from that in which she had passed 
i,he night. 

She softly opened Zadwiga's door and 
peeped in. Her sister was not asleep, al- 
though she lay on her bed. She was leaning 
on her elbow and watching the door with a 
face that appeared to express some strange 
fear. Her eyes looked unnaturally large, her 
face was perfectly colourless. 

"You are not well," exclaimed Wanda. 
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" Oh, my dear, I don't like to leave you like 
this." 

«It is you?'' said Zadwiga. "Why did 
you come in so slowly ? '* 

**I thought you were asleep, my dear. Why,, 
you are trembling. Tell me, how do you 
feel ? — what is the matter ? " 

** Nothing," said Zadwiga, falling back 
upou her pillow. " Nothing." 

Wanda leant over her, lavishing kisses and 
caresses upon her; but she was strangely 
irresponsive. She seemed dull and weary; 
and it appeared as if she could not speak.. 
Presently there came a knock at the door. 

" Madame," said Karol's voice, " the cari^ 
riage is ready — it is time to start." 

" Have you any message, if I see him 9 " 
whispered Wanda^ 

" Tell him," said Zadwiga, with a faint 
returu of energy, " I want to leave this place 
—no, BQ, tell him nothing. I was too tired 
last night to write to him. Oh, if he were 
but here I" 
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" Child, I believe you have a fever ! You 
are trembling — ^you are cold, and hot ! And 
I must go. Karol," she exclaimed, running 
to the door, " she is ill. What is to be done ? 
Can you get a doctor from Jassy ? " 

" I will take all care of her," said Karol, 
solemnly. "Madame, shall you see Mr. 
Dene?** 

" There is just a chance I may." 

" Tell him, if you do, to take her away 
from here as soon as possible. Remember, 
that is a message from me." 

" I will not forget," said Wanda, begin- 
ning to cry helplessly. ** It makes me very 
sad to go like this ; but there is nothing else 
for me to do. Oh, Karol, take care of her 1 '* 
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Zadwiga did not leave her room for a week 
after this, and no one saw her but old Karol, 
the maid who waited on her, and Anuca, who 
came as Miralda's messenger to make in- 
quiries after her health. 

At the end of this time, she appeared one 
evening at the dinner table, looking like a 
most beautiful pale ghost. Miralda was 
alone, and very glad to have a companion 
again. 

" I cannot imagine what has become of 
Demetri," she said, as they sat down to 
table ; " it is most extraordinary, the way he 
went off that night. I believe your sister 
offended him." 

Looking up, she met Zadwiga's eyes fixed 
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on her; they were dilated, and had in them 
an expression which Miralda could not 
fathom. Receiving no answer, she went on 
talking. 

" I do really,'* she said; " it was after they 
had been dancing the mazurka together that 
he went away. And I hear that they had 
been talking very earnestly downstairs to- 
gether, in the hall. It is extremely odd. 
He did not have his horses out — ^he took no 
clothes ; he must have walked away through 
the forest in that white silk coat. Demetri 
is the most unaccountable creature alive, but 
I have never known him do quite such an 
odd thing before. He is not fond of walk- 
ing ; he has gone away sometimes, in one of 
his tempers, without a word to me, but not 
without his horses.** 

Zadwiga still leaned back in her chair, 
gazing at the old Princess as if fascinated. 

" Upon my word,** said Miralda, presently, 
** he might be murdered in the forest for his 
diamonds.** 
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Zadwiga uttered a smothered, inarticulate 
cry, 

" Oh, I don't suppose he is," said Miralda; 
" he can take care of himself. Drink some 
wine ; you are very nervous. And you are 
eating nothing." 

Karol, contrary to his usual custom, had 
followed Zadwiga into the dining-room, and 
was quietly waiting at table. He poured her 
out a glass of wine and handed it to her ; as 
she took it she looked up and met his eyes, 
full of some meaning. Quickly she put the 
wine to her lips and drained it off. But her 
plate went away untouched ; Karol removed 
it unobserved again and again. He thus 
prevented MiraJda's noticing her total in- 
ability to eat. 

The dinner over, Zadwiga confessed her- 
self tired out, and excused herself from goings 
with Miralda to the salon. 

"To-morrow," she said, with a ghostly 
smile, "I shall be better, and I will come 
and sing to you." 
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When she went away to the library, and 
as soon as she had left her hostess, her head 
drooped till it hung on her neck like a flower 
held by a broken stalk ; and her hands fell 
loose at her sides. 

At the library door she began to shiver ; 
and she stopped inside the threshold. Karol 
was at her side. 

"What am I to do?" she said, faintly. 
"What am I to say" 

" Say nothing," he answered, " then no 
harm can happen. You are tired out; let 
me help you to your room, my little 
Ma'moiselle." 

She leaned on him as she crossed the 
library, and seemed to need his help, for she 
was shivering violently. 

The next morning Anuca came early to 
her room with a message from the Princess. 
It was to ask her if she felt well enough 
to drive with her to Prince Sacha's 
ch&teau. 

"Yes/* said Zadwiga, after a moment's 
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hesitation, " I shall be glad to go. How soon 
are we to start ? *' 

" Almost immediately, as it is a long drive 
there and back. I will go and tell my mis- 
tress you are going with her. She will be 
pleased ; she does not like driving alone." 

Zadwiga, when she was dressed, opened 
the door into her little sitting-room, purpos- 
ing to kneel for a moment before the lamp 
which continually burned in front of St. 
Joseph's tiny altar. 

Karol was there ; waiting for her, as it 
seemed. 

" I am very glad you are going, my little 
Ma'moiselle ; the air will do you good." 

" Yes, Karol, I hope it will. And I am 
thankful to get out of this place for a whole 
day/' 

" You know why you are going ? '* 

" What do you mean ? " 

" To ask whether Prince Demetri has been 
heard of. I thought perhaps I had better tell 
you." 
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" Oh, I cannot go ! " exclaimed Zadwiga, 
catching at the lace round her throat and 
trying to loosen it. 

"You must go," said Karol, very posi- 
tively; " but be prepared to hear every- 
thing discussed over and over again. The 
old Princess sent servants to Demetri's 
own place two days ago; they came back 
last night saying that all inquiries have been 
made, and nothing has been heard of him. 
She has sent to friends of his in Jassy, but 
he is not there. She told Anuca she would 
have thought he had driven away with some 
of the guests, but he disappeared long before 
anyone left! Besides, the servants would 
have noticed him. He can't have gone by 
train to Paris in that costume. So she is 
going to search everywhere for news of 
him. Are you brave enough to go with 
her?" 

" Karol," said Zadwiga, clinging to him 
as he stood by her chair, " tell me what I 
ought to do — tell me my duty I " 
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"Go with her — br^ve it all — and say 
nothing 1 Remember, this will not last for 
ever. Tour husband will come for you ; he 
will take you to another country ; all this 
will be left behind you and be for ever for- 
gotten. But you must be brave now 1 '* 

" I will," said Zadwiga rising. " Thank 
you for reminding me of him. For him — 
for Arthur's sake — I will brave any- 
thing." 

" But be careful ; do not let yourself go 
for a moment or yield to your agitation. 
I am in mortal dread when you are away 
from me." 

" Do not fear, ray dear old Karol. Out of 
the house — away from this place — ^I shall be 
strong." 

She opened the door which led into the 
library and made an attempt to cross the 
room quickly. But her courage suddenly 
forsook her, or her strength ; she fell crouch- 
ing and shivering into a chair. 

" Is this your courage that you talk of ? " 
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cried Karol, almost roughly. He had run to 
her and by sheer force he lifted her from the 
chair. 

" Don't stay here I " he exclaimed. " Go 
out into the air — ^into the sunshine I " 

He led her across the library, through the 
corridor and into the hall. The shivering 
passed away as quickly as it had come ; but 
when Miralda came downstairs and wished 
her good morning she remarked that she 
looked exceedingly pale. " The drive will do 
you good," she said, looking keenly into 
JZadwiga's face. 

It was a very lovely drive ; one which at 
another time would have filled Zadwiga with 
"delight. But to-day she seemed unable to 
appreciate it. She lay back in the carriage 
and let the air fan her white cheeks into 
some semblance of colour. 

Miralda appeared to be buried in thought. 
Quite suddenly, after they had remained for 
a very long time in silence, she spoke. 

" Tell me,'* she said, " honestly : do you 
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know anything of my nephew's disappear- 
ance, or its cause ? " 

" I ! " said Zadwiga, and then seemed 
unable to utter another syllable. But with a 
great effort she succeeded in adding, " How 
should I know anything? '* 

" He admires you," said Miralda, thought- 
fully, with her eyes on Zadwiga's face, 
" more, I believe, than he admires your 
sister. And you have been so changed since 
that night. Did you have no quarrel with 
him?" 

" None 1 " exclaimed Zadwiga vehemently ; 
and suddenly the blood rushed to her cheeks 
and brow. But only for a minute; it 
soon retired, leaving her perfectly white 
again. 

*' What has so changed you,' then ? " said 
Miralda, thinking aloud with the coolness of 
a vivisector of human hearts. " Your sister s 
absence does not seem to me a sufficient 
cause. You were not white and nervous like 
this when she was in London ; and after all. 
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New York is only ten days further, I don't 
understand it. What does it mean ? " 

" Nothing, madame ; I am not well, that is 
all." 

" Perhaps so," said Miralda, changing her 
ground. " Well, Demetri is a more foolish 
fellow than I thought him, if because of a 
quarrel with any woman he would walk away 
through the country in that dress, with those 
diamonds on him. His fortune was sewn on 
to his coat. It is very mysterious." And 
she relapsed into silence, to Zadwiga's in* 
tense relief. 

Prince Sacha's was a very handsome 
chateau with beautiful and well-kept grounds 
around it. The Ch&teau Roman had espe- 
cial advantages which distinguished it ; the 
situation in which it stood was particularly 
good, and its architecture admirable. Prince 
Sacha's was a much more ordinary Rou- 
manian chateau, but yet it exhibited every 
sign of being well cared for, and of pros- 
perity. Evidently there was a home here, 

VOL. III. B 

Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



50 THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WABSAW. 

well loved, and an estate well cultivated. Ifc 
looked very friendly to Zadwiga's eyes, and 
she felt a sudden passionate wish that she 
might stay here instead of going back to the: 
Gh&teau Roman, which she had learned to 
dislike. 

Prince Sacha was summoned from the 
grounds where he was looking after the 
gardeners. There was no one but himself to 
receive them, as his daughter was at the 
convent where she was being educated. He 
entertained them in his most courtly manner; 
but Zadwiga saw that he was struck by her 
altered appearance, although he would say 
nothing. She sat silent and apprehensive in . 
his salon while Miralda told him what had 
brought them there. 

"Demetri hardly ever comes here, and 
certainly takes no trouble to tell me what he 
is doing," said Prince Sacha ; " this is not a 
likely plaoe to look for news of him." 

" But listen to me," said Miralda. " When 
you hear how he went away you will not 
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wonder that I go everywhere to try and hear 
something. A man cannot go far in a court 
dress of white silk, blazing with diamonds." 

" He did not change his dress ! " exclaimed 
Sacha. 

"Never even went to his room," said 
Miralda. " His servant saw nothing of him 
a.fter he dressed for the ball. The ordinary 
clothes he had with him are all in his room 
fitiU ; and wherever Demetri went, that fancy 
dress of his went also/' 

" That is strange," said Sacha, " very 
strange." He had been looking at Zadwiga 
while Miralda spoke; he dropped his eyes 
now out of sheer mercy or courtesy, not 
because his curiosity was gratified. He could 
not understand why she should flinch under 
his eyes like a creature in pain, or why she 
should grow a shade whiter at every sentence 
Miralda uttered. He was absent, absorbed, 
during the rest of their visit. Miralda could 
tell him little else that interested him — 
nothing that interested him so much as the 
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extraordinary expression of Zadwiga's face. 
What could it mean P He came to the same 
conclusion as Miralda; Zadwiga must have 
had some serious quarrel with Demetri, and 
now that he had so mysteriously disappeared 
lacked the courage to confess herself. 

Before Miralda left she drew him aside for 
a moment. " I have seen you watching her," 
she said ; " she knows something." 

" Yes, she knows something," said Sacha ; 
" but I doubt if she knows much. Probably 
Demetri made love to her more hotly than 
she liked, and she resented it. Those girls 
are very proud. You told me once before 
that he left the house suddenly after some 
scene with her." 

" True," said Miralda, " but he took his 
horses; and he was not dressed in white 
silk. There is something mysterious about 
it, cousin. I only hope no harm has come to 
the poor fellow." 

"Oh, no," said Sacha, cheerfully. "De- 
metri could always take care of himself. He 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



THE PRETTIEST WOMAN m WARSAW, 53 

is laughing in his sleeve at the perplexity he 
is causing us all, you may be sure. He must 
have gone home with one of the early guests ; 
he could borrow clothes, if he went ofE with 
one of his friends. If he had a scene with 
Mademoiselle Zadwiga, and lost his temper, 
he might go outside the chateau till someone 
was driving away. The idea of your per- 
plexity would just please him. You know 
Demetri is a very odd character." 

**'Ah, but I think I understand him," said 
Miralda, " I do not think him odd; and I 
don't believe he would do such an absurd 
thing just because of a quarrel with a cold- 
blooded little actress. She is sly ; she has a 
secret. I will watch her, and if it is to be 
found out, I will have it." 

" Have you no charm, no mode of divina- 
tion learned from your friends the gipsies," 
said Sacha, smiling under his moustache, 
" which would tell you where Demetri is ? " 

Miralda looked at him very earnestly, 
quite indifferent to his mocking smile. 
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" That is a good idea," she said. " It is a 
very difficult spell to use ; but I will try it. 
Yes, I will try it. I have some powerful 
herbs from the Carpathian mountains ; I will 
try it!" 

" That will give her some innocent occupa- 
tion," thought Sacha, smiling still, as he 
watched her, " and will perhaps prevent her 
playing the inquisitor too cruelly over this 
poor girl. If you hear anything fresh," he 
said aloud, " send over to me. I will also 
make inquiries and let you know what I hear. 
But I am sure there is no cause for anxiety. 
I daresay Demetri will walk in some day 
soon and scold you for not keeping his horses 
exercised." 
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CHAPTER V. 

That night Karol was startled by hearing an 
unfamiliar footstep in the vestibule of the 
library. He listened intently for a moment, 
and then went to see who was wandering 
there so late. There was no visible sign of 
any visitor to the library. 

" I might have thought it was a ghost," 
said the old man to himself; " but no, it 
was not that ! It was a woman's step." 

He heard nothing more, however, until the 
next night, when the same sound fell on his 
ear. This made him uneasy. Who had 
taken to walking like a ghost at night ? 

It was Miralda, who, fired by a new idea, 
passed all the dark hours in her private 
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writing-room. Karol would have enjoyed it 
if he could have seen her at her midnight 
occupation, for he always called her an old 
witch. She looked like one, indeed, alone in 
this room of hers, stealthily moving about, or 
sitting in silence for long periods watching 
what she had set in motion. She had 
brought out from her secret cupboard things 
which had lain there in peace for years. On 
her writing table stood a silver spirit-lamp, 
burning with a steady and brilliant flame. 
Within the silver bowl, which the clear flame 
dulled and tarnished with its heat, she 
steeped her most precious herbs, and pro- 
duced mysterious results, of which the pur- 
poses were known only to herself and the 
gipsies from whom she had learned the art. 
It pleased her to brood over her witches* 
cauldron ; it brought back the fancied sense 
of unlimited power which had been the 
greatest charm of life to her. 

On a certain night, when the spell was 
ready for completion, she would have to light 
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a fire upon her hearth ; to spill the liquor 
which she had composed upon the heated 
stone, and, while the vapour rose, to thrust 
into the fire a living dove. And she believed 
that, if her work was done rightly, Demetri 
would at that moment enter the house and 
come to the room in which she was. If he 
was dead his spirit would appear to her. And, 
odd as it may seem, this was the part of the 
ordeal which she dreaded. Worldly, world- 
worn, shrewd and cruel, yet she was intensely 
superstitious. Her blood grew chill at the 
thought that perhaps some ill-chance might 
have come to Demetri, and instead of his 
living form at her door his ghost might rise 
upon her hearth. 

But still she was courageous, and deter- 
mined to persevere. Night after night she 
stole softly down, when all the house was at 
rest, and admitted herself to her room of 
secrets. 

All her papers, her letters, her most pre- 
cious possessions were here, though none of 
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the servants, not even Anuca, knew where 
they were kept. There was a deep, secret 
cupboard in the wall of the room, shut in by 
a slender partition, which closed by a spring. 
The inside of this was fitted with shelves and 
drawers ; and here Miralda kept old love 
letters, secrets of State, ministerial instruc- 
tions, herbs from the Carpathian mountains, 
and many charms and strange things. It was 
like a little druggist's shop at one side; 
bottles and phials were ranged in admirable 
order. They contained a choice collection of 
poisons, some narcotics, and other drugs 
which Miralda credited with more marvel- 
lous properties. 

This secret store-room was separated from 
the library by another slight partition, opened 
by a spring which was within it. Miralda 
had had this arrangement made long ago, 
when she was in possession of important 
secrets. If danger threatened her, she had 
this private mode of escape, and could statch 
up her papers and get away through the 
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library. More than once she had left the 
house at night through the windows of the 
library, no one but herself knowing why 
she did so. The thin doorway of her cup- 
board was covered, on the library side, by 
an enormous hanging of tapestry; and 
none, not even the servants, suspected its 
existence. 

There were no guests in the chateau now, 
and Zadwiga very seldom came into the salon 
after dinner. So that Miralda had little to 
interest her but the working of her spells ; 
and each night she put away her half-finished 
altar cloth a little earlier, in order to go down 
to her room. It was always very quiet and 
still there. She supposed Zadwiga went 
early to bed. She succeeded in eluding 
Karol's vigilance, for she always stole down 
in the dark, slipping from shadow to shadow 
like an uneasy spirit. 

One night, when she had crept softly into 
the cupboard of her room, she was arrested 
by hearing a sound. She remained perfectly 
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still, and listened. It was a sound of bitter 
sobbing. 

"Hush, hush," said a voice, very low, 
* * dear little Ma'moiselle, let me help you to 
your room." 

" I cannot, cannot, Karol ! Sometimes I 
think I can never cross this room again. It 
seems to burn my feet 1 0, Karol, I shall 
not be able to bear this long." 

" Be courageous. Come, rise, and go to 
your room." 

" Karol," said Zadwiga, staying her sobs a 
moment, "do not you think I might ask 
Miralda to let me change our rooms ?" 

" Ah ! " cried Karol, in a tone of despair. 
" Would you rouse her suspicions ! Sign your 
death warrant at once." 

Zadwiga's answer was to break out into a 
sobbing which was terrible — not passionate, 
but sad and helpless, like the sobbing of a 
terrified child. 

They had spoken in the lowest tones, but 
Miralda had quickly put her ear to the 
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partition. And tliey were very near it, for 
Zadwiga had fallen on her knees just inside 
the library door. 

Presently a sort of spasm seemed to take 
away Zadwiga's very breath, and she 
stopped sobbing. Miralda remained motion- 
less, listening intently. She began to think 
Zadwiga must have fainted, when she heard 
her speak again, in a very low and trembling 
voice. 

" Karol," she said, " I don't believe in 
ghosts — ^but I tell you I never enter here 
without seeing him again, with the blood on 
his white coat. Oh, it was an awful sight I 
Karol, it will drive me mad, at last ! " 

" Little lady," said Karol, anxiously, " re- 
member in this house the walls have ears. I 
have an idea someone is watching us. I hear 
a sound sometimes at night — a footstep." 

" Perhaps it is his ! '* whispered Zadwiga, 
in a tone of intense excitement; " the mur- 
dered never lie still, they say. 0, Karol, 
what will become of me ! " 
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The sobbing came back again, with a 
sound in it which showed that nearly all her 
strength was gone. Karol, alarmed at the 
state she was in, now resolutely stooped and 
lifted her up. She hid her face on his shoulder 
and clung to him. In this way he succeeded 
in getting her to her room. 

Miralda did not light her spirit lamp that 
night. She went away through the corridor 
before Karol came back ; and when she 
reached her own apartments, sat down to 
think. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

From that moment Miralda began to watch: 
Zadwiga ceaselessly. She let her experi- 
ments and charms stand unheeded, while 
her active mind revolved around the fresh 
suggestion which accident had offered her. 
She suddenly evinced an anxiety for Zad- 
wiga's health. She found also that she saw 
too little of her charming visitor, that 
she desired more of her society. Miralda 
was clever enough in this kind of^ thing. 
She made it all appear the natural and 
kindly sympathy of a hostess. She told 
Zadwiga that she had been so immersed in 
some affairs of her own, and so perplexed 
about Demetri's disappearance, that she had 
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neglected her too mucb of late. Zadwiga 
was a little touched by the sudden kindli- 
ness, and responded to it as best she might. 
All the while Miralda observed her with the 
keenness of a professional detective. She saw 
that Zadwiga had become thinner, that she 
had lost all her lovely bloom, and was pale ; 
that dark rings had begun to appear beneath 
her beautiful eyes. She saw also that Zad- 
wiga was unable to eat, and that she tried to 
conceal the fact instead of simply allowing 
that she was not well. But Miralda saw 
what was more interesting to her than all the 
rest — that the mention of Demetri's name 
sent a thrill, or a shock of some kind, through 
all Zadwiga's frame, and that if Karol were 
in the room when that name was spoken 
he immediately approached his mistress and 
seemed to watch her. 

At the end of three days Miralda had made 
up her mind. She sent a servant over to 
Jassy on horseback. 

It was in the evening. Zadwiga had gone 
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to her room immediately after dinner, and 
Miralda was alone in the salon when the 
messenger came riding back post-haste, his 
horse covered with foam. He was followed 
by three men on horseback. 

Zadwiga was in her little sitting-room, 
kneeling before the shrine of St. Joseph, her 
whole soul absorbed in prayer, when Karol 
gently opened the door. Zadwiga did not 
move. At last he ventured to speak. 

"Ma'mselle," he said, "the old Princess 
wants to speak to you, here in the library. 
She is coming immediately ; and I can't tell 
why, but I am uneasy. She has some 
strangers with her." 

Zadwiga started to her feet, and turned 
her white face towards him. At that moment 
they heard the heavy door of the library ves- 
tibule swing and shut, and steps, as of several 
persons, approached the library. The door of 
Zadwiga's own room was open; she gazed 
through it at the opposite door as if some 
vague dread oppressed her. 

VOL. III. F 
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" Be brave, my little lady," said old Karol; 
•* go forward and meet them. Don't let the 
old witch see that look on your face." 

Mechanically Zadwiga stepped out from 
her room into the library, and approached 
the large table on which stood the lamp. As 
she came within its strong light the library 
door opened, and a man entered the room, 
wearing an official dress. He was imme- 
diately followed by two gendarmes. 

All Zadwiga's nerve and courage appeared 
to desert her at this sight. She uttered a cry 
like that of a creature who sees the execu- 
tioner at hand. 

" Karol ! " she exclaimed, throwing out 
her arms, while her eyes remained fixed on 
the officers of the law, " I am lost — ^I am 
lost ! They are upon me I " 

She fell on her knees as the last words 
escaped her, and her hands were upon the 
great library table. She clung to it with a 
strange action as if she were endeavouring to 
hold it in its place. Karol rushed to her side. 
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** My dear little lady 1 " lie exclaimed in an 
undertone of intense excitement, " you are 
mistaken. You are not lost ; there is nothing 
known against you," 

At that moment the Princess Miralda ap- 
peared in the doorway of the library and 
fixed her eyes upon Zadwiga. 

"You are right, Karol,*' said Zadwiga; 
**yet I am lost, I have ruined myself by my 
own words." 

From this moment Zadwiga lost any dis- 
tinct consciousness of what happened. She 
did not faint, and when she was told by the 
magistrate to rise she did so without assist* 
ance. But the words he spoke to her ap- 
peared to be spoken a great distance off, and 
fihe only understood what he said some time 
after he had said it. Thus it happened that 
she found herself in her little bedroom, alone, 
without at once knowing what it meant. She 
heard the key turned in the lock of the door, 
and she listened to the retreating footeteps 
and voices. Then she seemed to grasp what 
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the magistrate had done. He had placed her 
in confinement, here in her own room, on 
suspicion of murder. She remembered, 
slowly, that Miralda had interceded for her> 
and requested that she should not be taken 
away to the prison at Jassy, but be kept 
under guard in the chateau. 

Still it seemed to Zadwiga that she only 
understood the superficial meaning of these 
words — that she had not grasped the facts 
which they expressed. Her attention was 
taken up by some sounds which she heard, 
sounds which were new, yet continued with- 
out cessation. They were footsteps, regular 
as the tick of a clock ; and a clinking. What 
could these noises mean ? A long, long time 
she sat on her bed and listened. Suddenly 
her mind appeared to awake within her — to 
recover from the shock which she had ex- 
perienced. She knew then that these unusual 
sounds were made by the gendarmes who 
guarded her — one in the library, one outside 
the high windows of her room. 
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The next morning the investigating magis- 
trate returned, and commenced his work in 
earnest. He brought with him his clerk, 
whose business it was to record the inves- 
tigation ; and he began his work of question- 
ing and examining all the inmates of the 
chateau. The greater number of the ser- 
vants had but little to say. They all gave 
the same account of the mysterious manner 
in which Demetri disappeared on the occa- 
sion of the masked ball, and denied entirely 
having seen him outside the house, or wander- 
ing about it, from the time he had left the 
hall, where he had been seen with one of the 
Polish sisters. Anuca had more remarks to 
make. She held the theory that Demetri was 
alive and enjoying himself well enough, per- 
haps in Paris, perhaps at the chelteau of one 
of his friends. She did not attempt to offer 
any motive for such an unexplained disap- 
pearance on his part, but said, reasonably 
enough, that his conduct was always so wild 
and uTesponsible that it was unnecessary to 
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try and think what the motive might be. 
But when she was asked how he could have 
entered the carriage of any of his frienda 
without being seen by one of the servants, 
or how he could have walked through the 
forest wearing white satin covered with 
diamonds, then Anuca had no suggestion 
to make. Moreover, by this time numbers 
of the guests of that night had called upon 
Miralda ; surely, if Demetri had driven away 
to visit a friend she would have heard of it. 
Anuca knew this, and was silenced. But she 
took occasion to observe, at the close of her 
examination, that she believed Ma'mselle 
Milovitch was absolutely innocent. 

After the house servants had been ex- 
amined, the magistrate questioned the men 
from out of doors, who had all been summoned 
to the ch&teau that he might examine them. 
If Demetri had really walked away from the 
house through the forest, one of the foresters 
must surely have caught sight of such a con- 
spicuous figure. If, instead, the prince had 
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wandered about the grounds until one of his 
friends was leaving, it was inevitable but 
that a gardener or stable-servant should 
have observed him. The magistrate was 
determined to lose no chance of discover- 
ing whether Demetri went away from the 
ch&teau that night or no. Consequently he 
devoted much time and patience to the ex- 
amination of the gardeners and " hunters.'* 
Before he had questioned more than half 
of them the day was over, and' the remainder 
had to be left until the morrow. 

All this time Zadwiga lay on her bed, in 
her white wrapper, listening with fear for an 
approaching footstep. Pood was brought to 
her by one of the serving-women, and the 
gendarmes saw that she quickly left the room 
without having time to talk to the prisoner 
who lay trembling within it. A hundred 
times Zadwiga wondered where her faith- 
ful Karol could be ; and at last' she came to 
the conclusion that he, too, must be in con- 
finement. 
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Night came, and no one had been near her. 
Only the tramp of the gendarmes continued 
outside her room. She knew they had been 
relieved; her ear, sensitive with fear, told 
her that the footsteps had changed their 
character. 

The next morning, the second of the inves- 
tigation, the magistrate went on persistently 
(questioning the various servants of the gar- 
dens and forests. But he elicited nothing. 
Not one of them had seen Demetri or any 
figure resembling his, either in his fancy 
dress or any other costume. The magis- 
trate went to the room occupied by Demetri, 
which had not been used since his disap- 
pearance. Demetri's servant said that all 
Demetri's ordinary clothing which he had 
brought with him to the chS,teau was still in 
that room. He had not changed his dress 
certainly. And the servant said that he 
wore on that satin coat all his jewels. It 
seemed incredible that a man should walk 
through the rough, unfrequented ways of the 
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forest, unseen even by the hunters, in such a 
dress as this I 

The magistrate's own idea was that 
Demetri had been murdered for the jewels, 
and that his body lay buried in the forest. 
He did not, so far, think Miralda right in 
suspecting Zadwiga. The wild words she 
uttered on his appearance he attributed to 
the sudden alarm. But he said nothing of 
this. He proceeded in his work, and at last 
came to old Karol. 

He went, alone with his clerk, into the old 
servant's room. Karol had fallen into a 
heavy despondency, locked in in solitude, 
and without any means of hearing news of 
his mistress. But the moment the magis- 
trate entered the room he shook this off, and 
a look of watchful anxiety settled on his 
face. The magistrate noticed this, and he 
immediately guessed that it would be no 
easy matter to find out what Karol knew. 
This idea proved correct. If Karol knew 
anything at all, he very successfully con- 
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oealed his knowledge. He, like the other 
servants, had seen Demetri in the hall, with 
Princess "Wanda. She was masked, but he 
knew which of the sisters it was, Ma'm- 
selle Zadwiga being then in her own room. 
From that time, he said, he never saw 
Demetri again. He heard no sounds of an 
unusual character, he saw nothing to excite 
suspicion of any strange occurrence. He 
had shuttered the library himself, and when 
Ma'mselle Zadwiga went to her own room 
he put out the lamp and retired to rest. 
All was safe and quiet. The magistrate 
could obtain nothing further from him than 
this ; and yet, when at last he rose re- 
luctantly to leave him, he did so with a 
secret conviction that Karol knew something 
which he was determined not to reveal. 

From Karol he went to the library. Here 
he found Anuca, who was apparently busied 
in dusting the books that lay on the table. 
The magistrate asked her to summon Zad- 
wiga to him. This was what Anuca desired ; 
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for she had always liked Zadwiga, and she 
wished to soften the stem edges of justice to 
her a little. She returned alone in a few 
moments — 

" She is hardly fit to rise,** she said to the 
magistrate, " but she is coming.** 

The clerk took his place at the table and 
spread out his papers; the magistrate 
occupied himself during the brief delay in 
looking round the room. His attention was 
presently attracted by a slight sound; it 
came from Zadwiga*s door. She had opened 
it, and was coming out slowly and with 
trembling steps. She looked like a ghost 
straying in the daylight. The moment her 
eyes fell upon the officials her strength ap- 
peared to desert her entirely, and she sank 
into a chair which stood very near her door. 
She looked so lovely even with the pallor on 
her face, and the great dark circles which had 
formed around her eyes, that she must have 
excited the magistrate*s interest and com- 
passion had it not been that her appearance 
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and conduct instantly led him to the conclu* 
sion that she was guilty. He commenced to 
question her with this conviction in his mind. 
But Zadwiga adhered to one story — similar 
to that told by Karol. When she left the 
bal masque she went to her own room and 
remained there, hearing nothing of what 
went on in the house. The last she had seen 
of Demetri was when he was with her sister 
in the supper-room. No cleverness of the 
examiner could shake her faithfulness to this 
account. She garnished it in no way, seem- 
ing to have too little strength to speak many 
words at once. BafiBed and annoyed, the 
magistrate at last ordered her back to her 
room. " I shall continue her examination 
to-morrow," he said to his clerk. To him- 
self he observed, " I am confident she is not 
telling the truth.** 
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CHAPTER VII. 

From this moment Zadwiga became the object 
of an extraordinarily careful and incessant 
examination. The investigator returned to 
the charge again and again, endeavouring 
during several days to make her waver in 
her statements. At last it became evident 
to him that instead of exhausting Zadwiga's 
courage and obstinacy, he was simply ex- 
hausting her strength. She seemed unable 
to speak except in a faint whisper; when 
she moved she tottered like one about to die. 
When at last the magistrate realised that she 
would not give way before his ingenious in- 
quiries, he made up his mind. He dismissed 
her from his presence, and watched her with- 
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draw into her own room. Her slender form 
wavered like a flame blown by the wind. 
Her limbs seemed lifeless, her face was per- 
fectly pallid. When she had shut her door, 
he rose and went through the house to the 
salon. 

The old PrincesB was here, talking to 
Prince Sacha. 

"I am sorry,'* said the magistrate, "to 
tell you what I am about to do, but I have 
no alternative; I have delayed as long as 
possible, for the sake of the noble princess 
whose guest she is, but now I must remove 
Mademoiselle Milovitch to the prison in 
Jassy. She will have to be tried for the 
murder of Prince Demetri. Everything in 
her conduct leads me to suppose her to be 
the criminal." 

" Let me see her I " exclaimed Prince 
Sacha. 

It was with some little difl&culty that the 
magistrate consented. He had come to his 
decision, and had resolved that Zadwiga 
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should remain in solitary confinement until 
she was brought before the judge. It 
annoyed him to go baok upon his conclu- 
sions. However, Prince Sacha succeeded in 
having his own way. He went downstairs 
to the library, accompanied by the magis- 
trate. 

The gendarme knocked at Zadwiga's door 
and summoned her to come out again. It 
was a long time before he obtained any re- 
ply. In fact, Zadwiga was hardly conscious; 
she was worn out by the strain of this 
long investigation. When at last her door 
opened Prince Sacha uttered an exclamation 
of horror and compassion at the sight of her 
wan face, her trembling form. When her 
eyes fell upon him she uttered a cry of 
delight, and then sank upon her knees at 
the open doorway of her room. 

Prince Sacha hurried to her, and raising 
her in his arms endeavoured to lead her out 
into the library. But Zadwiga, with a faint 
shriek of agony, struggled with a momentary 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



80 TBB PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

strength, and escaping from him, drew back 
to the doorway of her room. 

" My child," said Prince Sacha, ** we shall 
not hurt you I You do not fear me ?" 

" It is something else she fears," said the 
magistrate, in a low tone. " I have never 
been able to induce her to walk out into the 
middle of this room. No one who saw it 
has forgotten her extraordinary action when 
I first entered and she recognised that the 
law was upon her! I believe," he exclaimed, 
as if he had conceived the idea of startling 
the truth out of the unhappy girl, " that 
Prince Demetri's body is hidden beneath this 
floor ! " 

Zadwiga was seized with a sudden 
shuddering, and tears, of which she was 
evidently unconscious, began to fall down 
her face. They were the first she had shed 
since this awful suspicion had rested upon 
her. 

" You are right, you are right I " she cried. 
" He lies there ! " 
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And as she uttered these words she fell 
again upon her knees, and oovering her face 
with her hands, succumbed to a fit of 
shuddering. 

" Then it is as I thought! " said the magis- 
trate, gloomily. 

" No I " said Zadwiga, crying out with 
sudden strength. "You think I murdered 
him. I did not I No, I did not." 

The magistrate and Prince Sacha both 
gave a slight movement of surprise as she 
spoke. The strange thing, the thing which 
startled them was that her first denial was 
confident, the second weak. 

" Tell me all about it," said Prince Sacha, 
gently ; " do not be afraid, but tell all the 
truth." 

" I will tell it — to you alone," she said, 
speaking as if with difficulty. 

Prince Sacha turned to the magistrate. 

" Can you leave us alone ? " he asked. 

" She is my prisoner," said the magistrate. 

VOL. III. o 
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" I have no right to let her speak to anyone 
out of my presence. '* 

Prince Sacha turned again to Zadwiga. 

" Do not be afraid," he said ; " the magis- 
trate only represents justice. It is better to 
let him hear the story from your lips." 

She raised herself from her knees by cling- 
ing to the chair which stood near her ; then 
she sank upon it, and at once began to speak, 
as if she feared her courage or her strength 
might leave her if she delayed. 

** On the night of the ball I came down 
here early because I had a letter to write 
which my sister was to take with her in the 
morning. I was alone here, my servant 
having gone outside the vestibule to look at 
the masquerade. The lamp was lit, and I 
was ready to write; but the warm night air 
attracted me to the open window. It 
was quite dark outside. . . . While I stood 
there I heard a sound — a rustling of 
silk. . . ." 

She paused, apparently unable to speak. 
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After a few moments' silence, Prince Sacha 
said very gently — 

" Try to tell us all." 

" It was Prince Demetri," she said, in an 
almost inaudible voice. " He caught me in 
bis arms and kissed me. I was desperate 
with terror ... ! " 

'^ Why were you so much afraid of him ? '* 
asked the magistrate. 

Zadwiga turned her eyes upon him for a 
moment before she answered. Then her face 
faintly changed colour, and she dropped her 
eyes to the ground. 

" Because he had often frightened me. I 
am in a strange country — alone ; it fright- 
ened me when he said he loved me. He 
thought I was only a plaything because I 
was an actress. ... I feared him terribly I " 

The tone in which she uttered the last 
words conveyed more meaning to her 
listeners than her attempted explanation. 
After a moment's silence Prince Sacha 
said — 
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"And then?" 

" He kissed me, thougli I tried to free my- 
self," said Zadwiga, shuddering, and letting 
her head fall forward on her breast, " and I 
— ^I was alone — in his power — and terrified 
like a wild animal that is caught by the 
hunter! I snatched from my dress a dagger 
which I wore, and stabbed him in the 
chest." 

Both men moved slightly, though neither 
spoke. It was impossible not to give some 
slight indication of the amazement which 
seized them both at this plain confession. 
Zadwiga went on, after a brief pause, in a 
somewhat stronger voice. 

" But my dagger struck against his breast- 
bone — I felt it — and at the same moment I 
was rendered powerless by his falling 
suddenly, throwing me down and almost 
crushing me by his weight. Someone else 
was there ! — someone else had thrown him 
to the ground I — for, as I lay, stifled, breath- 
less, almost unconscious — I became aware of 
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another person, who stabbed Demetri in the 
back again and again. Oh I " 

She uttered a shuddering sigh of horror 
and dropped her head lower still as if now all 
her strength was gone, and her last word 
uttered. 

'*And how did you succeed in freeing 
yourself from the weight of this corpse and 
removing all trace of its presence ? " asked 
the magistrate. Prince Sacha knew from 
the tone of his voice that he was incre- 
dulous. 

Zadwiga raised her head a little. 

"Karol found me," she said; "he helped 



me. 



" And the body lies here ? " 

"Beneath that table!" said Zadwiga, look- 
ing, with a shrinking regard, at the large 
library table. 

Suddenly the magistrate turned ou her — 

" You will do yourself no good," he said, 
sternly, " by this unlikely story of a second 
assassin. Better confess your guilt and ask 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



86 THE PBBTTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

for mercy. Such lies as these will only 
estrange your friends from you." 

" I swear that I have spoken the truth ! '' 
said Zadwiga, with a sudden energy and 
solemnity. 

" Let us have the body found ! " exclaimed 
Prince Sacha. " If poor Demetri was stabbed 
in the back we can see the marks ! " 

The magistrate went to the door of the 
library and gave an order to the gendarme 
who was watching in the vestibule. While 
he was gone Sacha was startled by feeling a 
touch on his hand. It was Zadwiga, who 
had dragged herself to him on her knees. 

" You are my friend," she said, in a swift, 
eager, passionate whisper; "I see that in 
your eyes. Tell me, do you think I can have 
fancied that someone else stabbed Demetri ? 
Can the horror of it have turned my brain ? 
Am I mad, do you think ? I could not see 
anyone, it was so dark outside the window — 
but I felt — I heard, that someone else who did 
the deed I yet who never spoke, and who 
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was gone directly I Is it possible that I was 
mad, that I did it myself and did not know 
who I was? All night long I go over it 
again till sometimes I believe that it was I 
who did it 1 '' 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

The magistrate returned to the room, and 
the wild whisper died away on Zadwiga's 
white lips. Sacha could not answer her in 
his presence ; he stooped over her, and raised 
her in his arms. 

" She is quite exhausted," he said to the 
magistrate. "May she not return to her 
room?" 

" Yes," said the magistrate ; and he opened 
the door, for he saw that the unfortunate girl 
had lost consciousness. 

Sacha lifted her in his arms and, carrying 
her into her room, laid her on the bed. He 
insisted on sending for Anuca to restore her, 
and the magistrate yielded, only determined 
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upon remaining in the room himself during 
Anuca's presence. He could do this, as the 
gendarmes and the servants were engaged in 
the mere preliminaries of the search for 
Demetri's body. When Zadwiga opened her 
heavy eyelids, and Anuca had induced her to 
take a draught of wine, they all left her once 
more to her solitude. An awful solitude, for 
she could hear the workmen moving the 
boards which had hidden Demetri's grave. 

The Chateau Roman was built upon the 
ground, in the common fashion of Boumania, 
without any cellarage beneath. Thus, as 
soon as the boards in the library floor were 
removed the earth and gravel which lay 
beneath was immediately exposed. The 
magistrate ordered that the piece of ground 
which had been directly under the table was 
first to be investigated. Some of the gar- 
deners set to work with their spades, while 
around them gathered as many of the house- 
hold as could gain admittance. Miralda was 
there, and by her mistress stood Anuca. 
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Amid a breathless silence the men worked on. 
After a time one of them paused ; his spade 
had struck something. He stooped, and with 
his hands cleared the earth away, revealing 
an arm clothed in a white satin sleeve. A 
murmur of intense excitement came from 
those who stood around. After a short time 
of eager labour the body of Prince Demetri 
lay exposed to view. It was habited in the 
brilliant costume which he had worn at the 
masked ball ; the white satin was all stained 
and discoloured with the earth, but upon the 
coat the diamonds flashed and shone. Great 
stains of dark blood defaced the vest beneath. 
The sight was a strange one, and a silence 
fell for a few moments upon those who saw 
it. At last Anuca spoke. She only whis- 
pered to herself, but the sound broke up the 
silence, and moreover drew the magistrate'^ 
eyes upon her face. 

" They thought he was killed by a thief 1 '^ 
said this strange gipsy woman, wagging her 
head as in a sort of triumph, while she gazed 
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down upon Demetri's once handsome face. 
"No, he got the reward of a thief. She 
killed him, not to take his diamonds, but to 
save her honour. Brave heart I Brave 
heart I " 

Her muttered words were unheard by 
those about her, except the magistrate. He 
had already noticed that Anuca was Zad- 
wiga's friend, and he drew close to catch her 
words. 

At the commencement of the search a ser- 
vant had been sent into Jassy, at Sacha's 
order, to fetch a surgeon, in order that the 
body should be properly examined as soon as 
it was found. By the time it had been lifted 
from its secret grave, and laid upon some 
linen on the library table, the surgeon had 
arrived, and was brought immediately into 
the room as soon as he got off his horse. The 
magistrate now had the room cleared, and he 
remained alone with the surgeon and Prince 
Sacha. Miralda went into her writing-room, 
after requesting the magistrate to inform her 
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as quickly as possible as to the result of the 
examination. 

After some little time he came to her. 

" It is very extraordinary," he said; " the 
wounds exactly agree with what Mademoiselle 
Milovitch told us in her confession." 

"What did she tell you?" demanded 
Miralda. 

The magistrate repeated Zadwiga's account 
of the murder. Then he said — 

" The strangest thing is that the stabs are 
just where she said. There is one mark in 
the chest, just over the breast-bone, against 
which the dagger evidently struck. The 
wound is nothing ; it drew blood and nothing 
more. But in the back there are four great 
stabs, plainly given by a different weapon — 
something much larger — a hunters knife 
probably. This is the question now : who 
dealt those blows — the blows which killed 
the Prince ? " 

" Karol," said Miralda, instantly, and with 
confidence. 
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" What ! the servant I " exclaimed the 
magistrate. ** It is true, she allows he 
helped her to bury the body. She does not 
attempt to deny that he is aware of the 
crime." 

"But she will deny that he committed 
it I '' exclaimed Miralda furiously. " He 
was her mother's foster-brother, or some 
such thing. These common people hold 
together in the most extraordinary way. You 
will find I am right ; she cried out when she 
found her blow ineffective. E^arol hurried to 
her assistance and completed the murder 
which she was unable to accomplish." 

" It is a very reasonable explanation," said 
the magistrate ; " in fact, it is the only pos- 
sible one. If she is attached to the man^ and 
is endeavouring to save him, it accounts for 
much of her distress. But what a poor in- 
vention this of an unknown, unseen murderer, 
without motive or purpose, who does for her 
what she fails to do 1 " 

" Absurd 1 " exclaimed Miralda. " She is 
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a girl of intelligence, and would have seen 
the absurdity of such a paltry untruth under 
other circumstances. But she is bewildered, 
and, I suppose, desperate. I am certain that 
Karol is the actual murderer. I understand 
Polish, and it was my knowledge of the lan- 
guage which enabled me to fasten my sus- 
picions in the right place. I have heard some 
strange things between these two, and on one 
occasion I overheard words which are con- 
clusive evidence. Demetri admired the girl 
exceedingly ; he told her so one day, and she 
chose to be offended. She declared he had 
insulted her, and made a great scene about 
it. She complained to Karol, and he swore 
in Polish, in my presence, that if Demetri in- 
sulted her again he would kill him." 

" I must ask you to repeat this conversa- 
tion as distinctly as you can recollect it," 
said the magistrate, •* and allow me to call 
my clerk, that he may write it down." 

This was soon done. Miralda could recol- 
lect little more than she had already stated, 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 95 

but she was positive about the words which 
Karol had used. 

That same evening Zadwiga and Karol 
were taken to Jassy prison, where each was 
placed in solitary confinement. The magis- 
trate refused to allow any further communi- 
cation to pass between Prince Sacha and the 
prisoners, for he suspected the prince of 
sympathising too warmly with Zadwiga. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

When Wanda reached Paris her strange, 
proud heart had softened towards Niko. 
She felt herself ready to forgive him. But 
she found a new Niko awaiting her. He was 
in the wildest spirits; he avowed that his 
brief stay in Paris had been delightful and 
brought back a taste of his youth. Certainly 
it seemed to have taken away all the moodi- 
ness which of late had haunted him. Wanda 
felt herself checkmated. It was impossible 
to forgive and take back to favour a man 
who seemed so perfectly contented with his 
position. Niko was absurdly happy, and 
made Wanda wonder whether she had not 
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dreamed all the ill-humour and jealousy 
which had made her life dark of late. 

But before an hour had passed Niko 
startled her by a different mood. He asked 
her, with a bitter sneer, how she had parted 
with her lover ? As he said it he gave her a 
strange fierce look that chilled her and seemed 
to stop the beating of her heart. But before 
she had time to reply he had apparently for- 
gotten his question, and was laughing and 
talking at random about all sorts of irrelevant 
subjects. 

But the question and the cruel sneer were 
enough to freeze the warmth which had 
begun to creep into VSTanda's heart. She 
drew back, stern and hard. She expected 
an absolute trust, a complete confidence 
from the man she loved ; nothing else could 
content her. 

And so, scarcely more at ease together 
than in the journey from London to Warsaw, 
they left Paris. 

Wanda wrote to Arthur Dene to meet her 

VOL. m. H 
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at Liverpool. She had no letter to give him, 
but she had resolved to tell him how she had 
left Zadwiga. 

Arthur was delighted to receive this sum- 
mons. He was eager for any news of Zad- 
wiga. His father was sinking; it was evident 
to everyone that before very long Arthur 
would be master at Dene Court. At such a 
time it was impossible for him to speak of 
his marriage at home. His whole attention 
had to be given to his father, and to attend- 
ing to the affairs which devolved upon him. 
He travelled to Liverpool simply for the inter- 
view with Wanda, arranging to arrive there 
at the time she appointed and to lea ve within 
a couple of hours. His father was so ill that 
even such an absence as this seemed strange. 
But he offered no explanations, and his mother 
asked for none. Only her eyes followed him 
hungrily when he left her. And she sighed 
heavily when she could see him no longer. 

" He is in love," she said to herself. " God 
grant she is worthy of him." 
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At Liverpool Arthur found Wanda waiting 
for him with eagerness. She wore her 
travelling dress ; a soft grey coat that 
reached to her feet, and her head and face 
hidden by a grey gauze veil. But ha could 
see her smile of pleasure when he appeared. 
She was always charming to him ; for was he 
not her dear Zadwiga's lover, husband ? And 
now more than ever she was glad to see how 
true he was to his love. 

**Have you a letter?" asked Arthur, at 
once. 

** No 1 " said Wanda. " She was too tired 
to write. She is not well." 

"Not well!" 

** Neither well nor happy. And I am deter- 
mined to give you a message she sent to you, 
though she afterwards told me not to deliver 
it." 

"What was it? " asked Arthur, eagerly. 

^' She told me to say that she wanted to 
leave that place. Then she said, * No, don't 
tell him that, but, oh, I wish he was here 1 * 
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I am sure she is very unhappy. Karol also 
told me to ask you to fetch her away as soon 
as possible. It seems that my dear cousin, 
Demetri the irresistible, makes love to her.** 

" I would start to-night and bring her 
home with me 1 " exclaimed Arthur, " but — 
my father is dying." 

*' Is it so ? " said Wanda. " Then we can 
only wait and hope all will go well. Karol 
will take care of her. You must go to her 
as soon as it is possible." 

" You may be sure of that," said Arthur. 

" And I am very glad to be sure of it," 
said Wanda. " Think how far I am going 
away from her 1 It is like leaving her in 
another world. If she is very ill I cannot go 
to her; she might die before I could reach 
her." 

"Don't suggest such horrible thoughts," 
exclaimed Arthur, getting up from his chair 
and walking about restlessly. " It is madden- 
ing — absolutely I cannot leave home at 
present. If my father were to get but a 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 101 

little better I would go ; but as he is it would 
be heartless, impossible 1 " 

" I understand that/' said Wanda, " but 
if she is ill or in serious trouble Karol will 
write to you and then you will go to her. I 
told him not to hesitate to write if anything 
serious were the matter — did I do well ? " 

" Indeed, yes. I will write to him to send 
news of her to me direct to Dene Court. This 
state of things must be ended as soon as 
possible. I wish I had never let her go to 
the Chateau Roman 1 " 

" You were not to blame," said Wanda, 
*' you did not know the character of these 
people.'* 

As she spoke her face darkened and her 
mouth took upon it an appearance as though 
no smile could ever make it beautiful . She 
had heard Niko's step. He entered the 
room. As she had told him nothing of her 
intended meeting with Arthur Dene he was 
surprised to find him there ; but he quickly 
recovered himself sufficiently to greet him 
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with an exaggerated politeness. In a few 
moments he left the room again and walked 
up and down the corridor outside, smoking. 
As Wanda heard his steps passing and 
re-passing the door, her eyes gleamed. 
Arthur saw the keen flash, and was glad 
that these sisters, who were so like, were 
yet so tinlike. 

After some further talk he left her, and 
went straight to the station to return to 
Dene Court, 

As soon as he had gone Niko re-entered 
the room. Wanda immediately left it, and 
threw herself upon a couch in a room which 
adjoined it. In a second Niko followed her. 
She raised herself upon her elbow and looked 
wonderingly at him. 

" Are you a gendarme ? *' she said in her 
coldest voice. " Am I a prisoner that I may 
never be alone a moment ? " 

Niko made no answer, but went out and 
walked up and down outside her door. 

She listened to his footsteps, with a strange 
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look in her eyes. What did it mean, this new 
habit of his ? He seemed unable to remain 
alone for a moment. Unless he went away 
with some acquaintance, which did not often 
happen, he would not leave her side ; if he 
was not in the room he paced restlessly up 
and down outside the door. Wanda con- 
cluded that he was playing the spy upon her ; 
and the thought made her furious. She was 
so angry now that she half hoped he still enter- 
tained his jealousy of Arthur Dene. 

That night they went on board the steamer. 
Wanda was not a very good sailor, and the sea 
was not very smooth. She remained in her 
berth, confused by a maze of discomfort which 
made all her troubles and anxieties, even her 
ambition, seem dim and unreal. 
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CHAPTER X. 

When Arthur arrived at home again he 
recognised even before he reached the door 
that during his brief absence some change 
had taken place. There was a hush about all 
the great house ; the windows seemed dark, 
the very dogs were silent. 

As soon as he was upon the steps the old 
butler came out and whispered to him that 
his father s last hour had come. 

" Not dead 1 " exclaimed Arthur. 

" I do not know, sir," said the old man. 
He had lived at Dene Court always, and it 
was like seeing his own lamp of life go out 
to know his master was dying. 
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Arthur hurried upstairs to his father's 
room, and with silent steps entered it. He 
saw at once that he was not too late. Mrs. 
Dene was alone in the room with her 
husband ; the nurse had withdrawn, know- 
ing that now she was of no use. But death, 
though standing by the bedside, had not yet 
finally snatched his prey. Mr, Dene opened 
his eyes and saw Arthur at the foot of the 
bed. 

" I am glad you have come to say good- 
bye," he said. 

An hour later it was all over. 

Telegrams were sent to the various near 
relations of the family; among others to 
Lord and Lady Crantoun. Lady Crantoun 
was Mrs. Dene's only sister. The next day, 
as Arthur had hoped, she arrived. When 
she said that she intended to stay with Mrs. 
Dene until the first grief had worn off, then 
Arthur found heart to tell his mother he 
wished to leave her. "As soon as the 
funeral is over,'* he said, " I must go." 
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Mrs. Dene was standing very still and 
silent, her mind far away in the past, when 
he spoke to her. She raised her eyes to his 
face ; and as she looked at him she realised 
that to him there was a present, and a 
future. 

** Go, my dear," she said. ** I have 
known all this time that while your duty 
and your love for your father have kept 
you here, your heart has been elsewhere. 
Tou are in love. Why did you not 
speak ? *' 

** Because I did not expect you to approve 
my choice ; that is the truth. When I came 
home and found my father so ill, I could not 
distress him. It was impossible to speak out 
when the vexation of it might have hastened 
his death. But now I can put it off no 
longer, because my poor child, my wife, is 
ill and in trouble. I must go to her. I 
must protect her." 

" Your wife ? " said Mrs. Dene; " you are 
not married?" She read her answer in 
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Arthur's face, and put up her hand. "Don't 
speak for a moment," she said. She rose 
and walked the length of the room and 
looked out of the window, away over the 
trees of the park, for some time. When 
she came back her face had strangely 
softened. 

" Arthur," she said, " bring her home ; 
tell me nothing about her until I know her. 
Let me love her for her own sake and for 
yours. Don't think me kinder than I am ; a 
week ago I could not have done this. But 
now I have learned what it is to love and to 
lose — to suffer, to suffer 1 " 

For a moment she stood still, one hand on 
his arm. Then she added, apparently with 
great effort — 

" Your heart drags you to her 1 I am not 
blind, and I have seen it. If you can love 
her so, she must be worthy. Only tell me 
her name, and where you met her ; no more. 
Then go and bring her to Dene Court, where 
she is now the mistress. If she will let me 
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call her daughter it will be one joy left to 
me. 

" I met her in Warsaw," said Arthur. 
"She is Polish/' He then told her the 
name which really had been Zadwiga's ; her 
father s name. 

Without another word, Mrs. Dene sud- 
denly turned to leave the room ; but before 
she could reach the door the hot tears were 
pouring down her cheeks. She had been 
deeply moved in thus yielding up her will to 
Arthur's. He knew well what the struggle 
had cost her ; and he repaid her by a devo- 
tion which is as sweet to a woman from her 
son as from her lover. 

At last the funeral, with all its dreary 
pomp and state, was over. Immediately that 
he was free, Arthur went to his mother's 
room, kissed her, and said " good-bye." 

As soon as he was gone Mrs. Dene began 
to do battle for him. She told Lady Cran- 
toun, very quietly, that Arthur had gone to 
bring home his wife. 
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" His wife 1 " exclaimed Lady Crantoun. 
** What, with the house just in mourning ? 
Is he mad ? How did it happen ? Has he 
run away with anybody ? " 

" No, he has not run away with anyone ; 
but he fell desperately in love with this lady, 
whom he met in Warsaw. She is Polish ; 
you must excuse my attempting to pro- 
nounce her name 1 He was too much in 
love to wait ; the Denes are terribly head- 
strong. He married her, and then came 
home to tell us, but finding his father so 
ill he could not do so. But now it is only 
due to her that he should acknowledge the 
marriage and bring her home, even though 
we are in mourning." 

"Well, this is surprising,'* said Lady 
Crantoun. " Don't you know anything 
about her?" 

" I asked him not to tell me anything. I 
could not listen. But he told me a little. 
He met her at the Lubelskis, the great 
bankers in Warsaw. Madame Lubelski was 
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a witness of the marriage, I believe he 
said." 

"Dear me," said Lady Orantoun; *'it all 
seems very sudden 1 I can't quite recover 
from my astonishment. Where is she 
now ? " 

" Who ? Oh, Arthur's wife. She is stay- 
ing in Boumania with a Princess Ghyka, who 
is some connection of hers. But she is un- 
happy there, and is ill. I have the address 
here, I think — yes; the Oh&teau Roman, 
Jassy." 

" \rery romantic it sounds," said Lady 
Crantoun, shaking her head with an ex- 
pression on her face which meant a great 
deal. But she would not say any more. 
Mrs. Dene looked worn out with even this 
amount of discussion. 

Meantime Arthur was travelling post haste 
to Jassy. His mind was absorbed in the one 
idea of bringing home Zadwiga to her own 
rightful place in his house. He had read no 
papers for some days, nor did he look at 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE PBETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. Ill 

them now ; otherwise he might have seen 
a paragraph headed " Tragedy in Roumania,' 
which would have prepared him for what he 
was about to go through. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

It is a long journey from London to Jassy ; 
and Arthur, though a good traveller, was 
quite tired out when he arrived there. He 
felt it was impossible to go straight to the 
Chateau Roman without a little rest and some 
attention to his dress. So he drove to an 
hotel, where he ordered wine and dinner to 
be got ready for him, while he removed the 
travel-stains which such a journey produces. 
As he sat down to the table he told the 
waiter to order a carriage immediately that 
dinner was over to take him to the Ohslteau 
Roman. 

"To the Chateau Roman?" said the 
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waiter, lingering. " Is there anything fresh 
come to light, sir, about the murder ? " 

The man was a Bohemian, but he spoke 
French perfectly ; he was very dirty, but he 
had the insinuating smile and soft eyes of the 

gipsy- 
Arthur drank ofE the champagne which had 
just been poured out for him, and motioned 
to the man to refill the glass. 
" What murder? " he asked. 
" Have you not heard, sir ! " exclaimed 
the man, lost in amazement. " Not heard 
how Prince Demetri was lost on the night of 
the great masked ball, and how it was sup- 
posed he had been murdered in the forest 
for the diamonds he wore ! And how at last 
they found his body buried in the house ! 
And how the young lady who stabbed him 
confessed to the crime ! " 

" Give me some more wine," said Arthur, 
quite unconscious that he spoke angrily; 
" who was the young lady ? '* 

VOL. TIL I 
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" A Polish actress," said the man, while 
he poured out the wine. 

Arthur interrupted him by snatching the 
glass and drinking off its contents. The man 
stared in surprise, but mentally concluded 
that Englishmen were all more or less mad, 
and went on with his confidences. It was 
delightful to have a fresh ear to pour this 
story into. 

" She is very beautiful, so they say, and 
Prince Demetri, who always admired fine 
women, made love to her. She didn't like 
it, and in a fury stabbed him with her 
dagger. She is the sister of the great Milo- 
vitch who married Prince Demetrius cousin 
— they hav6 a rare spirit, these Polish 
women^ so it is said — " 

Arthur had started to his feet. 

" Where is she ? " he said. 

" Ma'mselle Milovitch is in America — " 

" No, no — the other, her sister — *' 

" What, the murderess ? Oh, she is in the 
prison here ; her trial will come on soon. 
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It's a mere form; her confession and the 
facts condemn her." 

Arthur had snatched his hat and left the 
room. He rushed out into the street. He 
knew where the prison was ; he had passed it 
on his way to the hotel. How little he had 
dreamed that he should return to it on such 
an errand 1 

He hurried there, and demanded to see 
Zadwiga. Of course he was refused. The 
governor was not in the prison; and he 
alone had the power to admit a visitor to 
Zadwiga. Arthur resolved to wait till his 
return. He was exhausted, and in need of 
food ; but he forgot everything in the fright- 
ful excitement of the moment. He asked 
permission to wait; and persuaded one of 
the officials to tell him more about the 
tragedy. From him he learned that Karol 
was also arrested and in solitary confine- 
ment; also that Zadwiga had engaged no 
advocate^ nor had any been engaged iot 
her. 
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" Why, if she is not defended, she will be 
condemned ! " exclaimed Arthur. 

" Certainly," said the man, **but that 
will be so in any case. The facts are dead 
against her. It is evident that she and the 
servant committed the murder between them.*' 

Arthur relapsed into silence and walked 
restlessly to and fro during the remainder of 
the time he waited. 

At last the governor of the prison returned, 
and Arthur was taken to his private room to 
see him. 

Before asking to see Zadwiga Arthur told 
him that she was his wife ; that he had come 
to take her home to England ; that it was 
impossible she could commit a crime, that, 
in fact, she was incapable of it. He went on 
to say that he must have the best advocates 
in Jassy, that he must send to Paris also for 
one of the famous French advocates; that 
nothing should be left undone to clear 
Zadwiga, and that, of course, the whole thing 
would be shown to be a mistake. 
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As he poured out all that had been passing 
through his mind in the last hour, the 
governor watched him and saw that he was 
indeed in earnest, and that he was what he 
professed to be. 

When at last Arthur asked permission to 
see Zadwiga the governor, after some demur, 
consented to let him be admitted to her cell 
and remain there for a quarter of an hour, 
with a warder on guard. 

This was to be Arthur's meeting with his 
wife! 

He followed the warder in a condition of 
feverish impatience ; every second seemed an 
hour. Yet when the key turned in the look 
his courage appeared suddenly to desert him 
and he dreaded the opening of the door. 
Until it was standing wide open he had not 
the power to enter; then, with a sudden 
efEort, he started forward, and heard, in a 
second, the clank of its closing behind him. 

Zadwiga was sitting on her bed, which 
stood with its side against the wall. She had 
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rested her head and shoulders against the 
wall, and her arms hung loosely at her sides. 
Her attitude expressed merely a deep and 
painful weariness. Her hair was all loose 
upon her shoulders; she wore a white 
wrapper, which was scarcely more colourless 
than her face. Arthur feared, for a moment, 
to move. She looked like one who might be 
dead with her eyes unclosed. They were 
fixed on him with a strange look, as if she did 
not understand what she saw. Suddenly a 
light came into them, she raised her arms 
towards him, and said the dear words she had 
learned first in English — 

" My love — my husband ! " 

Instantly Arthur had her in his arms, and 
for a moment there was silence. Then 
Zadwiga drew herself back from him and said 
faintly — 

" You know why I am here ? " 

" It is all some horrible mistake," exclaimed 
Arthur; " you did not do it !" 

** I cannot tell," said Zadwiga, looking at 
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him strangely and drawing herself away; 
" all night and all day I say to myself, * Am I 
guilty, or am I not guilty ? ' I cannot tell ! 
For one mad instant, in my terror, I wanted 
to kill him. I was so afraid of him ! But 
almost before I had struck him I had re- 
pented! I could not have struck him a 
second time — not if I was in my right mind 
— not if I was in my right mind ! They say 
I fancied that other person who stabbed him, 
or that I invented it — then I must have been 
mad I '' 

. " Tell me just how it happened," said 
Arthur, sitting down upon the mattress, and 
drawing her gently down to sit beside him, 

" It is very strange," she said, " they can 
find no trace of anyone who could have done 
it. Tell me, Arthur, do I look as if I were 
mad ? " 

" My darling, you are very lovely, though 
very pale, poor child ; your eyes are sweet 
and true as Heaven's own light. There is no 
madness in you. Believe me, dear, what you 
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heard or saw was no fancy. Tell it all to 
me, and I will try to understand it/' 

They were talking in French. The tender- 
ness of his voice awoke a dormant chord in 
Zadwiga's heart. Suddenly she said, in 
English — 

"I can speak your language. I have 
studied it very well for the sake of your 
love; but I cannot tell my story in it." 

" Speak in French, dear," said Arthur, 
hurriedly ; " the time is short. I cannot 
guess how many minutes have already gone. 
It is sweet to hear you speak English ! 
Quick, dear, and tell me your «tory ! " 

She began at once, with the gentle 
obedience of love, to tell him, in French, 
all she could remember. Just as she told 
it to Prince Sacha and the magistrate she 
told it to Arthur. 

Almost before the last words left her lips 
the warder threw the door open. " Time's 
up, monsieur," he said. Arthur had no 
choice but to leave her. He kissed her with 
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a kiss which might have brought life to her 
lips ; but though they were flame-colour for 
a second, instantly afterwards they were once 
more pale and wan, and her head dropped 
on her breast. 

For she saw no hope, and she almost 
believed herself guilty. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

While Zadwiga was thus losing her life and 
her bloom in prison, hopeless, even though 
her husband had come to her, Wanda, in 
America, was happy in the adoration of her 
public. Everywhere she was received as a 
queen of the stage should be : flattered, 
fitedy applauded, and half-smothered in 
flowers. It was an existence to drown all 
thought for those far away, all care of 
others. That Wanda very often sent her 
earnest prayers to Heaven for Zadwiga, and 
her love and blessing to her across the ocean^ 
was indeed a thing to wonder at. For such 
strength as she had in the morning was 
easily absorbed in seeing something of the 
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sights of the New World ; in the afternoon 
society claimed her for its own ; at night 
she stepped upon the boards and became a 
qiieen. She was playing French comedy. 
In the American cities there was a cultivated 
crowd which understood French well enough 
to appreciate the delicate humour of the 
words. These always filled the stalls and 
boxes, and the rest of the theatre was 
packed with people who came to look at her, 
to hear her laugh, to see her dance ; for 
Wanda was full of the infectious gaiety 
which made people delight in watching her 
face and movements, in listening to her 
voice. 

When she stepped upon the stage and cast 
her triumphant glance upon the crowded, 
silent, expectant house, then her cup was full. 
This gave life to her, as to some the sea 
breeze or the mountain air gives it. She 
knew her strength, she felt her power, and 
it filled her with a strong delight. 

Niko was always at the theatre in the 
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evening, and he did not even remain alone 
in her dressing-room as had been his habit. 
He stood in the wings, among the actors 
waiting for the cues, or down by the 
prompter at his box. Sometimes, when 
Wanda was on the stage, her eyes would 
rest on him as he stood there, so close to 
her, yet completely hidden from the audience 
that watched her. Then the cold light would 
come into her eyes which Arthur had seen 
there ; for she believed that Niko was 
absolutely so jealous, so distrustful of her, 
that he watched her even when she stood in 
the full glare of the foot-lights. What a 
thought I People said, sometimes, how 
strange it was that over the beauty of 
Mademoiselle Milovitch's face there passed 
now and then so hard an expression, ap- 
parently without cause. They could not see 
the cause. Wanda observed this incessant 
spying, as she called it to herself ; but she 
said nothing. There were no confidences 
between these two now, though they were 
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continually together. Yet, though she was 
the centre of attraction, wherever she went 
Wanda gave Niko no cause for jealousy. 
She was too proud, or too indifferent for 
that. She seldom met men like Demetri, 
who would not be chilled or silenced. Most 
of her numerous admirers desired a little 
encouragement, and this she did not give. 
If some intimate friend had chosen, like 
Demetri, to make himself a constant visitor 
to her saloTiy she would have been too in- 
different to send him away. But her cold 
glances and reserved air chilled the courage 
of the most audacious. 

Thus Niko played the part of the gendarme 
without apparently any reason to do so. But 
he seemed wonderfully well content with his 
existence. Sometimes he fell into a profound 
gloom, when his expression became fierce and 
repellant ; but as a rule he retained the 
hilarious spirits, the wild gaiety with which 
he had greeted Wanda in Paris. He was 
always laughing, always talking, and he 
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seemed to be happiest when he had his arm 
linked in that of some acquaintance. Indeed^ 
a curious sort of animal-like affection for the 
near neighbourhood of some human being 
had developed in him. He hated solitude; 
probably most people who have no occupation 
dislike it. But with Niko this had grown 
into a powerful habit. Even when alone 
with Wanda in one of her proudest moods, 
he could not now be kept at a distance. 
He preferred to quarrel with her at close 
quarters. If they were sitting on the same 
sofa, and she rose and left it, he immediately 
followed her to whatever new position she 
had taken up. Sometimes this seemed to 
Wanda funny and childish, and she would 
give one of her joyless laughs. But at other 
times she wondered what it could mean, this 
inability of his to endure any kind of isola- 
tion. But she asked for no explanation, 
and he offered none. Indeed, they seldom 
talked now of matters which intimately con- 
cerned themselves. They treated each other. 
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as a rule, as chance travelling companions 
might do. V 

What puzzled Wanda most, when she took 
time to think of it, was that Niko seemed to 
have buried the past with its bitternesses. 
He seemed satisfied to forget his old 
jealousies ; he never reproached her now 
with past falsehoods* He appeared to have 
put behind him his raging jealousy of Arthur 
Dene and of Demetri. Evidently, unless 
some new provocation arose, it was possible 
to live with him in perfect superficial 
harmony. But there was an unreality 
about their relations together which bitterly 
wounded Wanda. She had tasted of some- 
thing so different, so much sweeter and 
more real, during the first fair months of her 
marriage. Sometimes a strange idea came 
into her mind that the unreal part of her 
life was lived at home ; that, by contrast, 
the characters she played at night were 
actual and positive compared with that of 
the affectionate and S£^tisfied wife in which 
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she was seen at her own house. Sometimes 
she trembled at a feeling which crept over 
her that her love for Niko was turning into 
hatred. To be always with a person whom 
one has loved, yet to feel that all oonfidpnoe 
is at an end, is a terrible strain. Sometimes 
Wanda thought that she herself would give 
way beneath it, that her mind, her health, 
would succumb. But she forgot to reckon 
her ambition. This kept her alive, and filled 
her with vigour. It was her heart that 
sufi^ered. It aged and withered, as does 
a spring blossom in the cruel east wind. 
Sometimes she longed so ardently, so 
passionately, for Zadwiga's tender touch, for 
the look of Zadwiga's confiding eyes, that it 
seemed to her as if her hunger must go like 
a message across the ocean to the sister she 
had left behind. 

Ah, if she could have seen her, if she could 
have guessed what Zadwiga was enduring ! 

After that one visit Arthur was not allowed 
to see his wife again. He passed his time 
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in the oflBce of the best advocate in Jassy ; 
he telegraphed to Paris for further advice ; 
he summoned a French detective who had a 
reputation for discovering the authors of 
mysterious crimes. The day after he saw 
Zadwiga he drove out to the Chateau Roman 
and called upon the Princess Miralda. 

As usual, she was at her embroidery in the 
large salon. Since Demetri's death she had 
grown more religious. She spent much time 
at her prayers ; the rest of the day was given 
to the altar-cloth. His unhappy end had 
certainly cast a shadow on her face. She 
looked older, and, when alone, an air of de- 
solation seemed to fall on her. Demetri had 
been the only one of her relations she cared 
for. He was a man after her own heart. 
She understood him, and consequently he 
was a companion whom she appreciated. 
Now that he was gone she was very isolated, 
in her immediate circle. She had an abund- 
ance of acquaintances, but no friends. Her 
affection for Demetri had been very strong ; 
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it was bom of a similarity of taste and 
temperament. She missed him out of her 
life ; she regretted him for his own sake. 
And she cherished as her sole consolation 
the bitterest hatred against the unhappy girl 
who had been the cause of his death. 

Arthur Dene's name conveyed no meaning 
to her. She knew directly she saw him that 
her visitor was an Englishman. It was im- 
possible for anyone who had seen the world 
to mistake Arthur's nationality. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Arthur looked very earnestly at the old 
Princess as she rose to receive him. He had 
no clue to her character but the suggestions 
which Wanda had made; her implied con- 
tempt for the Roumanian noblesse must, 
Arthur argued, centre upon the Ghyka 
family. He supposed that she knew the 
Princess Miralda better than any of the 
other Ghykas, except her husband. There- 
fore, he was on his guard. Yet he had never 
had any definite idea given him of Miralda's 
character. He felt a keen interest in seeing 
the woman who had been Zadwiga*s pro- 
tector ; he recognised also the importance of 
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having Miralda upon their side. He decided 
at once, on meeting her keen glance, to tell 
her who he was. He explained that Zadwiga 
was his wife, that they had been married in 
Warsaw, and that he had now come to fetch 
his wife home to England. 

" I came in total ignorance of this tragedy 
which has taken place hefe," he said; "I 
expected to find my wife well and happy — 
instead, I find her half-dead, and lying in a 
dungeon. It is extraordinary 1 " 

" Not so very ! " answered Miralda, re- 
turning to her embroidery. " The Milovitchs 
have the murdering temperament ; they will 
yield to no one. You have not seen very 
much of your wife, I think," she added, with 
a smile, " you do not know her very well. I 
have lived with her for some time.'* 

" She is innocent of this deed," said 
Arthur, " I know her well enough to swear 
to that ! " 

" Then you do not know her at all," said 
Miralda, quietly threading her needle, ** for 
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she committed it. Unhappily for my nephew 
he admired her ; he did not know that her 
secret lover was her husband ; he paid with 
his life for admiring a woman who had set a 
high price upon her honour. That is the 
story, Monsieur. It seems to me that you 
do not play a very excellent part in it. If 
you had not kept your marriage secret, 
Demetri would have understood the extraor- 
dinary conversion of a little actress into a 
woman of principle, and his life would have 
been saved." 

Miralda made little attempt to soften her 
words by her voice. She spoke smoothly, 
and she smiled ; but she did not disguise her 
dislike for Zadwiga. 

*' I believed you to be my wife's friend,'* 
said Arthur, making an effort to control him- 
self. 

" She has killed my favourite nephew,'* 
said Miralda, by way of answer. 

"It is not possible," exclaimed Arthur, 
** that you can believe this I " 
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" I know it/' said Miralda. " By her own 
confession she stabbed him in the chest. 
What she will not confess is that she called 
Karol to her aid to stab him in the back. I 
have with my own ears heard Karol swear 
that he would kill him. But do not take my 
word for it unless it pleases you. My head 
gardener is a Pole and would shield these 
girls with his life, if he could ; I can see in 
his face that he believes her guilty. Ask 
Anuca, my housekeeper. She believes her 
guilty, and admires her for doing the deed. 
As for old Karol, his guilt is written on his 
face. But he has adopted a wise plan — he 
will not allow that he saw anything but 
Demetri's dead body.** 

** I must see Karol," said Arthur, who had 
almost forgotten the existence of the old 
servant in his anxieties about Zadwiga. 

" Oh, see him I '* said Miralda, contemp- 
tuously. " Perhaps he will confess to you I 
You cannot expect. Monsieur," she said, 
rising and facing him, " that I should have 
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much affection for your wife. It is a mistake 
to mix classes and nationalities. I knew 
when my nephew, Prince Niko, announced 
his marriage with an actress, a Polish peasant 
girl, that trouble would come. He is lost to 
his family and his country, his chateau is in 
ruins, his forests are decaying. He is no 
longer a Ghyka, but has become tl?e courier 
and. slave of a wandering actress. Her sister 
comes here into our midst and takes the life 
of the only other heir of our name. I had 
willed all my property to Demetri. Now I 
have no heir. And you expect me to be your 
wife's friend ! No." 

With this she swept past him and left 
the salon^ where he remained standing 
alone. 

Undoubtedly Miralda, once an enemy, 
was implacable. He could see that. He 
gave up all idea of softening her anger, 
or of making any appeal to her. But 
he determined, before leaving the chateau, 
to see the library in which the tragedy 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



136 THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

had occurred, and, if possible, to see 
Anuca. 

It was easily done. Anuca was waiting 
in the corridor, determined to see him 
closer. She had learned by some mys- 
terious means that this Englishman was 
he for whom Zadwiga had smiled, and 
sighed, and laughed to herself so often. 
She approached him, asking him to let her 
look at his hand. 

" For your fortune is bound up with dear 
Ma'mselle's," she said. 

Arthur guessed immediately who she was. 
He let her look at his hand ; be asked her to 
show him the library. Before they reached 
the door of it he knew that Anuca believed 
Zadwiga guilty. 

**She loved you too well," said Anuca, 
looking at him earnestly; **that was her 
fault. She would have died a hundred 
deaths sooner than be untrue to you. It was 
less her horror of Demetri than her love for 
you that made her draw that dagger from 
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her dress. Oh, but she has a brave heart, a 
brave heart I '* 

" She drew the dagger, yes ; she wounded 
him, and drew a little blood," said Arthur, 
" but it was not she who killed him." 

"No," answered Anuca, "she could not 
have done it. She had not the strength.'* 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Arthur, " then you do 
not think she did it ! " 

" Karol came to her aid," said Anuca. 

" Karol ! everyone says Karol." 

" Of course," said Anuca. " It is so 
plain that it was he. He has told me a 
hundred times that he would kill Deme- 
tri like a dog, if he insulted his mis- 
tress. Karol was always within her call; 
no one else came near these rooms that 
night." 

"Well," said Arthur, gloomily, looking 
down into the yawning hole in the library floor 
which had been Demetri's grave, "all this 
will come out at the trial. Poor old Karol 
will have to pay with his life for his fidelity ; 
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and my poor child will be spared! They 
cannot condemn her to death for inflicting a 
hasty, paltry wound which could hurt no- 
body." 

"Has Karol confessed?" asked Anuca, 
anxiously. 

"I believe he denies all knowledge of 
how Demetri came by his death. But 
I have not seen him. I will see him, if 
I can persuade the authorities to allow it, 
to-day. But tell me before I go ; had my 
poor Zadwiga not one friend among these 
Ghykas?" 

" Yes, one friend, " answered Anuca. 
"Prince Sacha. You should see him, for 
he has great influence. He believed in 
Ma'mselle all the time ; he came to her with 
the magistrate hoping to get some clue 
that would be a gleam of hope. But in- 
stead of that her confession took away all 
hope I " 

" Does he live far off ? " asked Arthur. 
'* Can I drive on to him." 
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" It is a long drive/' said Anuoa, " Bufc 
he may be in Jassy. I know lie tried to see 
Ma'mselle, and he went to the authorities to 
tell them she was ill, and must be gently 
used. You had better go to his town-house 
first." 

" I will," said Arthur. " Now, before I 
go, let me look into her room/* 

Anuca opened the inner door and showed 
him Zadwiga's little bed-chamber, so like a 
nun's cell with its white draperies, its high 
window, and the open Bible on the reading- 
stand by the bed. 

" Tell me. Monsieur," said Anuca, " is that 
English?" 

" Yes," said Arthur, as he glanced at the 
page. 

** She always had it where her eyes could 
rest on it when she woke from sleep. She 
loved the language for your sake, Monsieur. 
I have heard her saying words in it that 
I knew were sweet by her smile ; I have 
seen her blush as she said them. She was 
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learning to speak her loye, that I oould 
telll" 

** Poor chUd/' said Arthur. " I must go ; 
this room unnerves me ; it makes me feel as 
if she were dead 1 " 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Befobe he left the chateau, Arthur succeeded, 
with Anuca's aid, in seeking the Polish head- 
gardener. He found him an enthusiastic 
adorer of Wanda and her sister ; he could 
not find words strong enough with which to 
speak of them. He gave Arthur the impres* 
sion that what Miralda had said was per- 
fectly correct j that he would shield either of 
these girls with his life were it possible. 

But he believed Zadwiga to be guilty. 
Like Anuca, he admired her for it; like 
Anuca, he divided the guilt between Zadwiga 
and Karol, and regarded them both with a 
sort of reverence for this crime he held them 
to have committed. Zadwiga's courage and 
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resolution, Karol's fidelity, these qualities he 
held to be strongly typical of his unhappy 
nation ; it was to him a source of congratu- 
lation that a Polish girl had the courage to 
use her dagger in self-defence. If Karol 
and his young mistress were hung, this en- 
thusiast would mourn them as martyrs. 

Arthur saw that this too ardent friend 
was useless as an ally ; he could only hope 
that his evidence would not be taken at the 
trial. Disheartened and discouraged, he 
drove back to Jassy. So far he had found 
few friends of Zadwiga's, and these friends 
might be more dangerous than her worst 
enemies. He dared not allow to himself 
that he was less hopeful than at first ; yet 
he was 1 

He went to Prince Sacha's town house in 
Jassy and found him there. Sacha received 
him courteously ; and when Arthur explained 
who he was, and why he. came, this courtesy 
became cordiality. For the first time since 
his arrival in the city, Arthur met someone 
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who understood his position, and sympathised 
with his distress. Prince Sacha accepted 
Arthur immediately ; the fact being that he 
took a liking to him at first sight, and he 
saw at once the kind of man he was. 
Miralda had seen enough of the world to 
know that Arthur was a man of good birth ; 
but she was prejudiced and blinded by her 
anger against Zadwiga. 

Sacha was more sorry for Demetri, now 
that he had gone, than he could have at all 
supposed possible before his death. He had 
only a daughter, and, like Miralda, regretted 
that one who bore the name should be cut 
down like this, leaving no successor. At the 
same time, he considered that Demetri had 
brought his end upon himself. 

" He was hot-blooded, utterly reckless," 
he said ; " and at any time in Jassy or in Paris 
it would have been matter of no surprise if 
he had been killed in some drunken quarrel." 

But Miralda could not see this. She laid 
the whole blame at Zadwiga's door. She 
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did not even grant that Zadwiga was justified 
in defending herself. She had always re- 
garded Demetri as irresistible ; and she still 
held that Zadmga should have been honoured 
by his attentions. Sacha was not prejudiced 
by such an idea as this. He knew that even 
if Zadwiga struck a fatal blow in self-defence, 
yet she had been, and was, the sufferer. 

Arthur told him briefly of his astonish- 
ment on arriving in Jassy to hear of this 
tragedy, and his wife's connection with it ; 
he told him also that he had seen her and 
heard the story from her own lips. 

"And what do you think," said Sacha, 
" about this other person who she says struck 
the fatal blow ? No one but myself svill ever 
listen to her story." 

"It sounds improbable, at first," said 
Arthur, " but it is equally improbable that 
she could have stabbed him in front and 
then dealt him those blows from behind." 

" But there is Karol. The accepted ver- 
sion is that she cried out for help and that 
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the servant completed what she had com- 
menced." 

** I know it," said Arthur ; " I have 
heard it. But it seems to me an equally 
impossible explanation. Karol's first idea 
would have been to rescue his mistress; he 
might have seized Demetri from behind and 
dragged him away from her. But to stab 
him as he lay there, with his blood abso- 
lutely flowing upon Zadwiga I Only a savage 
could do such a thing. Believe me, the man 
who killed Demetri was stronger than old 
Karol; and was moreover a madman, at all 
events at the time he did that savage deed." 

" There is something in what you say," 
answered Sacha, thoughtfully. 

" Moreover," said Arthur, after a moment's 
pause, ** Zadwiga absolutely asserts that 
Karol did not enter the room until after the 
thing was all over." 

" I fear," said Sacha, " that will not be 
accepted as evidence." 

VOL. III. L 
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Arthur was silent. 

" Take some of the blame of this un- 
happy affair," said Sacha, with a smile 
which softened his words. "Secret mar- 
riages always bring some misery in their 
train. How could you expect so lovely and 
amiable a girl as that fair wife of yours to 
keep her admirers at a distance unless she 
could say that she was married ? " 

Arthur rose. 

" I must save her ! " was all his answer. 

" Come and dine with me to-night," said 
Sacha, seeing that Arthur was about to leave 
him. 

" A thousand thanks, but I cannot. It is 
impossible to eat dinners, or even to sit 
still at a table while she lies in that 
dungeon 1 " 

" What are you going to do now ? " 

"To try and get permission to see old 
Karol. I must hear his story." 

"I will go with you to the governor of 
the prison," said Sacha. 
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Very gladly Arthur accepted his com- 
panionship ; it took away the sense of iso- 
lation which he had hitherto felt in Jassy. 
And he soon discovered that Sacha was a 
very powerful and useful friend. 

Without very much difficulty he obtained 
permission to visit Karol in his cell. 

He found the old man profoundly dejected. 
His welcome was quite startling. Karol 
sprang to his feet when he saw his visitor, 
and then immediately fell upon his knees 
and thanked Heaven for its mercy. 

" She will not die friendless and alone 
now," he said, as he raised himself again ; 
** it was my one prayer that you would come 
and be with her at the end. But I never 
hoped for it — I dared not hope for it." 

" Don't speak like that, Karol," said 
Arthur, hastily, " as if she were already 
judged and condemned 1 You have grown 
gloomy and despondent in this solitude." 

" Yes, Monsieur, I know I have," an- 
swered Karol ; " the solitude is awful. But 
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I never saw any chance for her from the 
hour she confessed." 

** Karol," said Arthur, " my time with you 
is very short, and you must forgive me if I 
speak out. In any case, you know I am 
your friend, and will put all the machinery 
of the law to work to save you. But I can 
do nothing unless I know the truth. Tell 
me, Karol, was it you who gave the prinoe 
those fatal blows from behind ? " 

" No, Monsieur. As I hope for Heaven's 
mercy, it was not. I did not enter the room 
until all was over. I heard no cry, nor did 
I guess my mistress was in any trouble. 
When I went in I found her on the floor 
lying in a pool of the Prince's blood. He 
was dead." 

Arthur looked at him very earnestly. 

" Then there was another — an unknown 
assassin ? " 

For a moment Karol made no answer. 
Then he said, in a strange tone — 

" Who will beUeve that ?" 
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" Karol," said Arthur, with emphasis, " tell 
me exactly what is your own idea about how 
it happened?'* 

Karol's eyes remained fixed on the ground, 
and he seemed uneasy. Presently he said — 

" The Prince's body lay at her side when I 
entered," he said; '*if he fell upon her, as she 
says, it must have shifted afterwards." 

" I see," exclaimed Arthur, suddenly draw- 
ing^ a deep breath, " you think it was all her 
doing." 

" I can't explain it any other way, Mon- 
sieur," answered Karol. ** Certainly Demetri 
was a strong man, and he could have disarmed 
her in a moment. But then she took him at 
a disadvantage — suddenly, and in the dark. 
He tripped and fell — ^before he had time to 
rise she had put her dagger in his back. He 
died like a dog. He was worse than any 
beast, that prince ; and my young mistress 
has a brave heart." 

Arthur gazed in his face a moment before 
he spoke. 
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" My poor Zadwiga/* he said, " she has na 
friend." 

" Monsieur," said old Karol, " I would die 
for her at this moment." 

"Yet you can believe her capable of a 
savage murder and pf obstinate false- 
hood 1 You, who have known her all her 
life 1 " 

" She had to defend herself, Monsieur,'*^ 
answered Karol. 

" And this," thought Arthur, " is the re- 
sult of oppression ! This man thinks crime 
and deceit justifiable in one who is weak and 
wronged. Heaven help my poor child I Her 
friends are indeed her worst enemies I " 

" Karol," he said aloud, " if this were so,^ 
do you think your mistress would not con- 
fess fully rather than see you suffer for her 
deed?" 

" I have thought of that. Monsieur. I 
don't think she realised how close the in- 
vestigation would be. She never guessed 
that they would disbelieve her story and 
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suspect me. Probably she does not know it 
now." 

** Perhaps not," exclaimed Arthur ; " if I 
can see her again I will tell her." 

" No, no, I implore you, as you love her, 
Monsieur I She will confess then and undo 
all. As it stands now I am the greatest 
criminal, and there is just a hope that they 
will not condemn her to death. I am pre- 
pared at the trial to confess." 

Arthur gazed at him in amazement. To 
his straightforward mind this combination of 
devoted fidelity and of duplicity was simply 
astounding. 

" I would stake my existence upon Zad- 
wiga's truth," he said, after a pause. " She 
did not strike these blows herself. There is 
another who is the criminal. It is impos- 
sible, apart from her denial of it, that she 
could have committed such a savage at- 
tack. I may get some clue even yet. I 
have detectives at work in every direc- 
tion." 
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** They have learned nothing yet, Mon- 
sieur ? " 

" No, they have learned nothing yet." 

" Nor will they. Prepare yourself for that. 
J)on't depend on the hope of discovering 
something new. You must save her life, 
Monsieur, but it won't be that way ! Set 
your lawyers to work, Monsieur ; your hope 
lies with them, not with the detectives.'* 

He spoke eagerly, earnestly. He evidently 
believed firmly that he was giving the best 
possible advice. Arthur left him, more dis- 
heartened than ever. There was no gleam 
of hope, that he could see, on any side. And 
as the days passed the hopelessness of the 
prospect grew heavier. 

Arthur was fighting single-handed; he 
alone, in all Jassy. The result of the trial 
was certain, however grpat the eloquence 
of those who pleaded Zadwiga's cause might 
be. 

And no new discovery was made ; nor was 
there even any sign of a new clue. Every 
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hour, every day, dragged on slowly, cruelly, 
nearer to the time when Zadwiga would be 
publicly tried. 

Arthur forgot his home, his mother, every- 
thing, in his agony of mind. Night and day 
one idea alone filled his mind — was there no 
way to save the woman he loved I 
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CHAPTER XV- 

Wanda was buttoning her long gloves, stand- 
ing in front of the mirror in her dressing- 
room. It was a pretty little room, luxu- 
riously fitted; an admirable place to dress 
in, for its colours were dark and rich, and 
showed off Wanda's fair beauty. Her dress 
was a triumph of a great French milliner ; 
the white silk petticoat fell in heavy plaits 
from her waist, and innumerable yards of 
Indian muslin clouded, while it revealed, her 
figure. Even artists, who, as a rule, object 
to the forms of French dressmaking, were 
enthusiastic about the grace of this costume* 
Its outline was delicious ; its draping perfect. 
Wanda looked admirably lovely in it, and the 
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consciousness of this gave her an additional 
grace of coquetry, A young girl looks best 
when she is unconscious of her beauty ; but 
such a woman as Wanda is more brilliant 
when she knows that her appearance is per- 
fect. To-night there was a flush on her 
cheeks beneath the rouge ; it was the flush 
of triumph ; a colour as natural and health- 
ful to those who have earned it as the roses 
brought by the west wind into the face of a 
country beauty* 

Wanda had received a sort of ovation after 
the last act ; her maid had to be summoned 
to carry the bouquets which were thrown her 
to her dressing-room. The table was laden 
with them ; the air of the room was rich with 
the scent of flowers. As Wanda fastened 
the last button of her glove she turned to her 
maid — 

" G-ive me that bouquet of pointsettia," she 
said ; '' the scarlet will look brilliant with this 
white dress. I shall carry it instead of the 
flowers I brought with me." 
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Niko had just entered the room, and was 
sitting on the couch behind her. 

" You cannot do that," he said ; " it would 
be too marked a compliment to the person 
who threw it." 

" Cannot I?" said Wanda very deliberately. 
She was still looking at herself in the glass, 
but she could see the reflection of Niko's 
figure behind her, and caught the fierce gleam 
from his eyes. Her own flashed brilliantly. 
** I do not know who threw it. Look inside 
it," she said to her maid ; " perhaps there is a 
card, or a note." 

She said it on the merest chance, simply to 
provoke Niko. While the maid opened the 
flowers and looked among them Wanda con- 
tinued to touch her dress here and there, and 
then remarked as she did so — 

*' This costume is certainly a success. It 
is worth the hundred guineas it cost. I must 
order another soon, for it will quickly soil. I 
shall wear it to the supper to-night," she 
added, turning from the mirror, " and carry 
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the pointsettias. I suppose I can do so 
there?'' 

" You will go then ? " said Niko. 

" Yes, I feel inclined to," she answered. 

" Then I will go home and dress," he said. 

Wanda had become very capricious in her 
moods. She made a host of engagements 
which she never kept. She would not decide 
until the last moment whether she intended 
to go out or no ; and Niko had to be ready 
to fall in with her whim of the moment. He 
did not complain of this. He was always 
agreeable, and was much liked in society ; 
but he seemed indifferent to it. When 
Wanda chose to go he was ready to accom- 
pany her. 

Just as he spoke the maid gave a little ex- 
clamation and drew out from the bouquet a 
tiny case. Wanda uttered a cry of delight, 
and snatching it from her, opened it ; within 
lay a lovely diamond hoop-ring. . 

" I have a lover ! " cried Wanda, clapping 
her hands as if in childish delight. "Oh, 
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who can it be 1 I must find out 1 This is 
delightful. What a beautiful ring!" She 
held it up, to admire it at the light, when 
suddenly, as she did so, it was struck out of 
her hand, and rolled upon the floor. She re- 
mained motionless, her hand still raised, her 
eyes fixed upon Niko's face. He stood 
before her transformed by rage. He looked 
as if in another instant he would strangle 
her ; it seemed as if he did not do so simply 
because his rage overmastered him and made 
him powerless. 

The maid shrank away alarmed ; she crept 
round ready to run to the door and call for 
help; for she expected each instant that 
Niko would attack his wife. 

The moment's horrible silence was broken 
by a knock at the door. 

" Mademoiselle Milovitch, the stage waits." 

Wanda, without taking her eyes from 
Niko's, dropped her hand to the dressing* 
table, and took up the bouquet of white 
flowers which she had brought with her to 
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the theatre to carry in this act. Then, still 
without relaxing her gaze, she moved past 
Niko and went out at the door. It was as if 
she had controlled the rage of a wild animal 
by that steady gaze. 

When she disappeared Niko fell back upon 
the couch as if he had been knocked down. 

He had but one idea in his mind ; the 
crisis had come. He could no longer keep 
his fierce jealousy silent. 

The maid looked at his face and then 
picked up a handkerchief as an excuse to 
follow her mistress to the wings. She was 
afraid to be alone in the room with Niko, 
She was so hasty that she overtook Wanda 
at the wings. 

" Tell Monsieur Ghyka, when you go up 
again," said Wanda, " that I shall be ready 
to go to the supper as soon as the curtain is 
dropped." 

The maid lingered as long as she dared, 
watching Wanda from where she stood in 
the wings. Then she went slowly upstairs 
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to the dressing-room. Niko was still sitting 
in the same attitude. She stood in the open 
doorway and gave Wanda's message. 

" I will go and dress," said Niko, speaking 
as if he hardly understood his own words. 
But he rose, and gloomily went out of the 
room and downstairs. He had to cross the 
stage behind the scenes, in order to reach 
the stage door; as he did so he caught a 
glimpse of Wanda's brilliant, graceful figure 
on the stage. He muttered some words 
which must have been a curse, by the look 
on his face as he said them. 

Meanwhile the maid was busy searching 
the floor of the room for the diamond hoop. 

When Wanda returned to her dressing- 
room, followed by the sound of thundei-ous 
applause, the ring was lying on the dressing 
table. 

" Was there no card in the bouquet? " she 
said to her maid. 

" Yes, madame," she replied, " I have 
found it since. It is here." 
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Wanda took it up and read the name. As 
she did so the flush on her cheeks grew a 
shade deeper, and her eyes glowed. It was 
a great name. A sense of triumph made her 
heart beat faster. 

She put the ring quietly down upon the 
dressing-table. 

** Put it back in its case," she said, " make 
it into a parcel, and address it to the name 
on the card. Do it now, and I will send it 
back to-night. Give me a handkerchief to 
take off my make-up." 

With great care Wanda wiped off the 
rouge and powder and crime de VImperatrice 
which three hours ago she had so artistically 
laid upon her face. She left no trace of it 
save the least darkening of her eyelashes. 
Her cheeks had a colour of their own to- 
night ; triumph made them flush ; while the 
anger in her heart against Niko for his ready 
jealousy made her eyes glitter and gleam like 
those of some enraged animal. She had 
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never looked more lovely, perhaps never so 
fascinating. 

By the time she was ready the little parcel 
was made up. Wanda took it in her hand 
and went downstairs. At the door of the 
green-room she hesitated a moment and 
looked round her. Presently she saw some- 
one who would suit her purpose. It was the 
prompter; a cheerful little man who wor- 
shipped all leading ladies on principle and 
adored a "star*' actress as a creature from 
another planet. 

"Tou could do me such a favour/* she 
said, with her most delicious smile. " Would 
it be possible to you to leave this at the house 
in Fifth Avenue ? I cannot go myself and I 
do not want to send one of my servants ; it 
is very near, I believe." 

She had resolved on this mode of sending, 
for she had observed her maid glance 
covetously at the magnificent ring. 

" With the greatest pleasure, Madame. I 
pass close by there. And you know I would 
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go a very long way to do anything you 
wanted." 

** A thousand thanks/' said Wanda, 
graciously. She had long ago found out 
that it was worth while to be kind to those 
beneath her. The consequence was that she 
was adored at the different theatres she 
visited. Few leading ladies take the trouble 
to be polite to the servants of the theatre, 
and Wanda's kindliness seemed the greater 
by contrast. 

She went across the now dismantled stage, 
well satisfied with what she had done. She 
knew that the little prompter was the soul of 
honour, and would execute her commission 
immediately. She knew, also, that he would 
be a more trustworthy witness than her maid, 
did she want any evidence that the ring had 
been returned. 

At the stage door her brougham was wait- 
ing for her. When she entered it she found 
Niko was there, sitting dark and gloomy in 
the corner. As they drove away they passed 
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the front of the theatre ; the brilliant light 
streamed into the carriage and showed the 
bouquet of poiiitsettias in Wanda's hand. 
Niko snatched it from her and flung it 
through the window of the carriage into the 
mud of the street. 

Wanda leaned back with an air of complete 
indifference. 

" Tou are very polite," she said. 

" Where is the ring ? ** he asked. 

" I have not got it," she said ; and then 
added very quietly, " I have returned it." 

** I do not believe you I " burst from Niko ; 
and then he silenced himself with an effort. 
He was in a condition when for her to assert 
a thing was enough reason for him to dis- 
believe it. But he realised that he was 
almost mad; he tried to keep himself in 
check till he was cooler. But as they passed 
beneath a strong light he saw a smile on 
Wanda's lips which made him unable to keep 
his words back. 

" If you are deceiving me— if you have 
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that ring upon your hand — ^I will kill 
you!" 

Wanda made no answer. She sat still and 
silent and the smile died away on her lips. 
She felt that her existence was becoming un- 
endurable. Such a condition of things could 
not continue. There was the thought in 
both minds, as these two sat silent, that it 
was impossible any longer to maintain the 
mockery of happiness in their life together. 
Both resolved that an end must be put to 
the wretched existence they were leading. 

It was a terrible feeling ; and Wanda was 
pale when she stepped out of the carriage. 
Her scarlet flowers had gone, the rouge from 
her cheeks and the flush of triumph had alike 
gone. She looked like the ghost of the 
brilliant creature who had electrified a 
crowded audience so short a time ago. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

When Wanda entefred the supper-room, every- 
body was struck with her pallor. Several of 
those present had been to see her play this 
same evening, and were startled by the change 
in her. They could not guess what had so 
chilled her and taken the colour from her 

It was a charming little party, of a kind 
which Wanda thoroughly enjoyed. She easily 
grew weary, after her first successes and 
triumphs, of Society proper. It f 6ted, flattered 
and bored her. The great people that lead 
it interested her in every city, but the crowd 
of little people that make up its mass fatigued 
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her. They could only admire an artist like 
Wanda ; they did not know how to sympa- 
thise with her. 

This party was made up of artists. The 
host was a successful writer of plays ; there 
was a poet, a painter, a great prima-donna, 
and her husband, a vioHnist. These, with 
Niko and Wanda, were all the party. But 
they were enough ; for they were all artistic 
enthusiasts, generous enough to admire each 
other s method, as well as cultivated enough 
to care for another art besides that in which 
lay their individual gifts. 

In such a circle Wanda was happy, and felt 
herself to be at home. It is true that artists 
are very jealous ; yet there is a pleasant free- 
masonry among them. Their jealousy is' 
rather that of brothers and sisters than of 
enemies. And their interests are so keen 
and vivid that there is something of the: 
freshness of youth about them. 

The supper-table was round, a shape which, 
when the guests are seated,, looks more" 
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friendly than any other. It was made beau- 
tiful with a wealth of flowers ; a full, soft, 
light, from a shaded lamp hung over the 
centre, lit up the faces and the flowers 
without any glare or heat. The prima-donna 
was a magnificent creature; such lungs as 
hers need such a case to hold them. Her 
chest was broad and deep ; her figure ample, 
yet not without a certain stately grace ; her 
hair and eyes were black. Wanda looked 
like a lovely child by her side. The host 
looked with satisfaction at this contrast ; it 
pleased him. 

It was a very gay supper-table; and by 
degrees, when she had had some champagne, 
and looked in the bright faces around her, 
Wanda's lips grew red again, and a faint 
colour returned to her cheeks. She possessed 
the happy artistic temperament which makes 
it possible to live in the present moment. 
But Niko continued gloomy and morose, 
although he made great efforts to shake off 
his ill-humour. He drank glass after glass 
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-cf champagne, and he forced himself to talk 
at intervals with a spasmodic gaiety. 

After a while, however, the wine and the 
pleasant surroundings had some slight effect 
upon him. He began to talk to his neighbours 
more quietly, with a less evident effort. 
• Wanda then also became a little easier, for 
Niko had appeared so strange, so desperate, 
that she had half feared some kind of out- 
break. But now, for the moment at least, 
all was well. And yet, even while she talked 
and smiled, and seemed as gay as any other 
guest, her heart had a cold chill in it at the 
thought of going home alone with Niko I 

Of course Wanda was flattered, even here. 
She looked so young and fair, that it seemed 
natural to the others to pet her. And then, 
too, she was a new celebrity — something fresh 
and piquant. Her type of face, her vivacious 
manner, her constant, slight, graceful, ex- 
pressive gestures, and the unfamiliar character 
of the smile in her eyes and mouth — ^these 
things were a fascination. The men watched 
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her as she talked with unconcealed pleasure ;: 
it was a delight to them to rouse her interest 
or to amuse her^ and to see the light flash inta 
her fiace. With her bitter, hidden unhappiness 
at heart, she clung more eagerly to the gaiety^ 
of the moment — ^for she realized how soon it 
would be gone I She appeared to others to 
be in her most charming, delicious mood. 
They hung upon her words, and vied with 
each other to make her smile. The poet 
vowed to himself that he would dedicate his 
new book to her ; the artist determined that 
he would paint her portrait and send it over 
to the salon. The host began to think again,, 
more earnestly than before, of an idea which 
he cherished of writing a play for her. 

" Do you know. Princess," he said, at last^ 
in a pause of the talk, ** I read something in 
the paper to-day which I believe would work, 
into a play, with a magnificent r6le for you*. 
It is real life, which is always an advantage.** 

** Oh, yes," said Wanda, " there is nothing- 
like real life— for tragedy I " 
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"Well, this is tragedy. It is a curioua 
story. 

" Let us Iiear it," said the poetL 
" It is romantic all through. There is a 
lonely chateau, which I think should be put 
in a remote French province, in the play. 
Here lives an old lady of title, all by herself,, 
except that she is visited by a favourite 
nephew, a young man of notoriously dissolute 
habits. To this old lady comes a young girl 
who is distantly connected with her, for a> 
long visit. It appears that the girl, who is, 
of course, a beauty, is either secretly married 
or engaged to be. This is not discovered 
until later on, but it is her reason for reject* 
ing all overtures from would-be lovers. It 
seems, however, that the old lady's nephew,, . 
wIlcu he comes to the ch&teau, falls madly in 
love with this girl,, and will take no kind of 
repulsa He is one of those obstinate fellows 
wJio seem to think all women must adore 
them, and that when they refuse, it is only 
encouragement in disguise." 
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" The love is all on one side, in fact,'' 
observed the poet; " your hero loves the lady 
and loves himself, and can't fancy that she 
may entertain any different feelings." 

" Exactly. Well, now we come to the 
tragedy, which, so far, is mysterious. I can't 
discover any ending for it. Perhaps the 
Princess Ghyka can invent one for me ! " 

"I suppose the heroine must die," said 
Wanda; "a tragedy is incomplete now-a- 
days without a good death scene at the end." 

" That I fear will be the end of the story 
in real life. But now for the mystery. A 
^eat masked ball is given at the chslteau. 
Our heroine leaves the ball-room before the 
entertainment has come to a close, and goes 
down to the library close to which she sleeps. 
Her admirer has left the ball-room also, and 
approached the library window from the out- 
side. He seizes her in his arms, and in her 
terror she draws a dagger from her dress and 
:6tabs him in the chest.'* 

" I like that," said Wanda. " I have never 
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had a murder to do upon the stage. It would 
be new * business ' for me.** 

"But now comes the strange part of 
it ; her dagger strikes against his breast- 
bone, and the blow is quite ineffectual ; 
it only draws some blood. But before 
she can even cry out, or do anything else, the 
man is thrown forward, as she declares, by 
some other person, who stabs him savagely 
several times in the back. This assassin gets 
away and leaves no trace of himself. The 
unfortunate girl, with the assistance of an old 
servant who comes into the room, succeeds 
in burying the corpse under the library floor, 
for she is perfectly aware that her story will 
not be believed. In time the disappearance 
of the young man attracts attention, and at 
last such investigations are made as lead to 
the discovery of the body. Of course our 
heroine's story is not for a moment believed. 
Some say it is a mere falsehood, others that 
it was an hallucination. She and her servant 
are to be tried for the murder, and will prob- 
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ably both be condemned, as the current be- 
lief is that she called him and he gave the 
stabs in the back at her command. Whoever 
we make the real criminal, Princess, it seems 
to me that a fine melodramatic scene might 
be got out of that burying of the body 
in the library. Certainly the heroine must 
be innocent; and if she is, the servant should 
be also. Then one is left with a choice be- 
tween an hallucination and a real assassin. 
The latter is the best, I think, because your 
heroine would then be left with a very 
troubled conscience. For a moment she 
really meant to kill the murdered man; yet 
she is innocent of his death, although she is 
certain to be condemned as the murderess. 
Some good psychological opportunities there, 
don't you think so, Princess ? ** 

" Very good," said Wanda. 

Suddenly a hoarse voice was heard — a 
voice no one recognised. Everyone started 
and turned. It was Niko who spoke. 

" Where did this happen ? ** he asked. 
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"In Roumania,'* answered his host. 

Niko drank off a large glass of claret before 
^speaking again, and even then it seemed as if 
his tongue was swollen or parched and he 
<sould not use it. 

"Have you the paper here — or can you 
remember any of the names ? " 

" I'll get you the paper," said his host ; 
•** it's in my study. I put it aside to keep. 
The names were not given. All it said was 
that the chateau was in the neighbourhood of 
Jassy, in Boumania.'* 

Niko sprang to his feet with a suddenness 
which startled the others. There was a 
general movement, but no one rose ; all eyes 
were upon Niko. 

"You must excuse me," he stammered; 
** some friends of my own, I fear, are con- 
cerned in this affair. The— the thing is so 
dreadful — I feel I must go—" 

Everyone rose now ; and Wanda ^came 
quietly near to him. 

" What is it ? " she said, in a low voice. 
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" Can't you guess ? '* he replied, in a low, 
intense whisper. " That is Zadwiga who is 
to be tried for her life ! '* 

He gazed at her with an extraordinary 
look in his eyes. A sickening sense that he 
spoke the truth came over her ; she recog- 
nised the masked ball, the library; she 
dimly wondered that she had not already re- 
cognised the characters in this tragedy. Her 
brain seemed suddenly to turn to fire — she 
staggered back. Niko quickly caught her, 
and half carried, half led her from the roonu 
The host, who had hastily gone into his study 
for the paper, followed them into the hall. 

"Madame is ill," he exclaimed, "don't take 
her away like that! Let us do something 
for her here ! " 

"No, no," said Niko, almost angrily, "let 
me get her home. It is the shock — these are 
people we know well — ^I can't explain; I 
hardly know what I am saying I But I must 
get her home ! " 

He took the paper eagerly, and then in- 
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sisted upon carrying Wanda himself out to 
the carriage. 

•* This is a poor ending to my story," said 
the host, ruefully, as he watched them drive 
away. 



TOL. m. N 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

The keen air of the early dawn upon her 
face brought back consciousness to Wanda. 
She found she was in the carriage with Niko; 
they were being driven rapidly through the 
streets. Niko was bending over her watch- 
ing the effect of the fresh air which came in 
through one of the open windows. Wanda, 
a moment since, had looked like a lovely 
statue of death, but now a faint colour had 
appeared in her lips and cheeks. As she 
opened her eyes Niko sank back upon the 
opposite seat with a sigh of relief. But the 
momentary look of content was instantly 
succeeded, in his face, by a heavy and terrible 
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expression of gloom. Hd kept his eyes fromf 
meetiDg Wanda's. 

Suddenly her mind became awakened and 
she remembered what had passed. 

She leaned forward eagerly and addressed 
Niko — 

"Have I been dreaming?*' she asked; 
" was it some horrid nightmare— or did you 
say some terrible thing about Zadwiga ? " 

" Tou did not dream that/' answered Niko, 
without raising his eyes. 

" That she had murdered Demetri and was 
to be tried for the crime ! Oh, no, Niko, it 
is impossible that you said it — ^it must have 
been my madness that I thought so I " 

" T told you that it is she who is to be 
tried for the crime. If you listened to the 
story it is easy to see that.*' 

" My God, it is impossible — and yet 1 ah, 
Nikol the dagger! the dagger that I had 
sent to her I Fear may have made her use 
it." 

The thought of this seemed to take from 
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her all power of speech. She fell forward on 
to her knees, and tried helplessly to clasp her 
hands together as if to pray Heaven to for- 
give her for her part in this crime. Niko 
raised her and put her back on the cushions 
of the carriage. 

" No, no," he said, in a rough, harsh voice^ 
*'do not tremble so. Zadwiga did not kill 
him." 

With difficulty Wanda succeeded in say- 
ing — 

" We cannot tell — ^we do not know — " 

** Tes, I know,*' said Niko ; " it was my 
hand that took Demetri's life." 

It appeared to Wanda that these words, 
when they fell upon her ears, had no mean* 
ing. It was impossible for her to grasp their 
awful sense until the mind had passed 
through a moment of complete blankness. 
She remained perfectly motionless, her eyes 
fixed upon her husband with the look of an 
idiot. 

The carriage stopped at the steps of tha 
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hotel in which they lived ; the night-porter 
opened the door immediately, having heard 
the sound of its approach through the silent 
streets. It was not yet broad daylight, 
though there was enough clear light to see 
the world by; but the city was still all 
asleep. 

Niko bent over Wanda, evidently intend- 
ing to lift her bodily from the carriage. He 
thought consciousness had again left her. 
But before his hands could touch even her 
dress Wanda started from the trance in which 
she had seemed fast held, and sprang past 
him. As she went up the steps in her white 
dress the porter, who stood in the doorway, 
drew back startled. This ghost-like woman, 
with her colourless face and wild eyes, did 
not appear to him as being anyone he had 
seen before. 

Wanda went straight to her own room. 
The curtains were drawn, and it was dimly 
lit by a soft coloured light; the air was 
sweet with the scent of flowers. No one 
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was up in the great hotel but themselves 
and the porter at the entrance door ; Wanda 
had told her maid not to wait for her. It 
seemed strangely like being in a desert to be 
awake, in all the horrid consciousness of a 
terrible tragedy, amid this house full of quiet 
and ignorant sleepers 1 

Wanda flung open her windows and let in 
the light and the chill breeze. She had a 
sense as if her lungs were in torment for 
want of air. Then she stood motionless in 
iAie room, her bands loosely clasped in front 
of her ; her eyes fixed on the door with the 
wild stare still in them. Niko had followed 
.her more slowly ; he very gently opened the 
.door of her room, and partly entered. Then 
he was arrested by her voice — ^that voice 
{Which had so great a power to please, to 
charm. Now it had lost all pleasantness of 
,80iuid ; it was scarcely audible, yet : it ' had a 
^sharpness like a knife. 

'* Do not come here 1 " Bhe said. 

L^^iko paused :a rmoment, looking at her 
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strange face. Then he threw up his arms 
suddenly with a wild gesture of despair. 

" I have to live through the hours till I can 
telegraph 1 " he exclaimed. " For God's sake, 
Wanda, remember that I And I cannot stay 
alone." 

" You are afraid 1 " she said in the same 
voice. 

" I don't know if it is fear,'* he answered 
gloomily; "but ever since — ever since — ^I 
have longed to have some living creature near 
me." 

Something in hk air of complete dejection 
pm'haps touched Wanda's heart. At all 
events a slight change came in her mood. A 
new thought was in her mind. Her eyes 
grew less wild, though they seemed to dilate 
and become larger as she gazed at him. At 
last the thought found utterance in a strange 
whisper. 

"Why did you kiU him.?" 

>Niko advanced a little, closed the dxK>r 
behind him, and then istepped back and 
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leaned against it. He regarded her with a 
look of intense excitement. A horrible 
thought flashed into Wanda's mind that per- 
haps this man was not ^ane. But she did 
not waver in her gaze. She was not afraid. 
A consciousness came to her, from the ex- 
pression she saw in his eyes, that his love for 
her was greater than any other passion in his 
nature. 

At last he answered her, speaking with 
sudden vehemence. 

" Because I believed I had the right to kill 
him. Because I believed I killed him in your 
very arms. I would do it again if I saw 
what I thought I saw then." 

His eyes had given her courage, because 
they expressed his love. But now she 
trembled before him. She staggered back a 
step, almost as if she had been struck. For 
suddenly she felt the scorching fire of his 
jealousy, and realized it as she had never done 
before. It flamed all through the man, 
making him tremble. 
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But it vanished as swiftly as it had come. 
In its place the heavy gloom fell on him 
again, which seemed to express a sort of 
-desperate shame or intolerable regret. He 
went on speaking in a much lower voice, with 
a hesitation and difficulty that came strangely 
after his recent rapid speech. 

"From what we have heard to-night I 
gather that I must have been mistaken. I 
saw you, as I believed, in the dress I knew 
you were to wear. Did Zadwiga wear the 
•dress or you ? " 

**We both wore it," answered Wanda, 
breathlessly. 

" Then was it you or was it she whom I 
saw?" cried Niko, suddenly changing in 
manner again. 

The jealousy with which he was consumed 
seemed to be a kind of madness, which could 
return as strongly as ever, roused by a 
word. 

** Where ? " exclaimed Wanda, desperately. 
*^ I don't know what you mean." 
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"I believe you capable of deceiving me 
even now," said Niko, with an awful stem* 
ness. He advanced towards her, and as her 
did so Wanda, terrified by what she saw in 
his face, sank upon her knees. A moment 
ago she wore the aspect of the judge, and ha 
of the judged. Now their parts appeared 
to be reversed in an instant. 

"Where is that ring you received last 
night?" 

" Returned," she said. " Before I left tha 
theatre I sent it back. You can ask ; they 
will tell you so." 

** The man is not your lover ? " 

" My God, no I I do not know him." 

*« And that Englishman ? " 

" Arthur Dene ? Ah, Niko, how you have 
wronged me ! I swear to you by every sacred 
name— in the name of my mother — in tke 
name of my God— -that you alone of all men 
on the earth have any thought that I . could 
be unfaithful to you/* 

*• Why have you tormented me so ? 3f(> 
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man could endure the proTOoation you have 
given me." 

"Why I** cried Wanda, suddenly raising 
herself from her knees and standing before 
him ; " because your suspicions were an in- 
tolerable insult. You made me suffer. I am 
only a woman, and I longed to make you 
BuSer in return. Can you wonder at it I 
.Aemember how you answered me when I told 
you Arthur Dene is Zadwiga's husband 1 ** 

" Zadwiga,'* repeated Niko. 

He stepped back uneasily, and looked 
about him with an anxious gaze. 

" A whole age to endure before I can tele- 
graph I '' he said after a moment. 

Wanda looked at him very earnestly for .a 
moment, then she approached a step nearer. 

^* To whom do you want to telegraph?" 
she asked. 

He glanced at her as if with surprise at her 
:inant of iappreheEQsion; then answered, with a 
sort of impatience at being compelled to put 
anything so obvious into wordgh-— 
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" To the authorities at Jassy." 

"What for?" she asked. 

" To tell them to stop the trial till my 
arrival I " he answered. " The first steamer 
that leaves New York will carry me whether 
there is room in it or no. I have only one 
horrible dread ; it takes some time for such 
news as this to be talked about in America. 
Zadwiga may be already condemned. Oh, 
but that is impossible! It would be too 
much I" 

" Are you going to give yourself up — to 
confess your guilt ? *' asked "Wanda, her eyes 
growing larger as she looked in his face. 

" Certainly I am I '* answered Niko. " If 
I had looked at the papers yesterday I could 
have telegraphed last night." 

He began to pace about between Wanda 
and the door as if possessed with an intoler- 
^^ble restlessness. 

" But they will condemn you I '* said 
Wanda. " They will kill you ! " 

"Of course,*' he replied; "but I must 
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save Zadwiga; She is innocent 1 and at the 
moment when I imagined it was you, who- 
had met him purposely and were willingly 
yielding to his embraces, it was that poor 
child, in an agony of fear, unable to free her- 
self from him I I might have saved her from 
all harm — ^instead, I plunged her into an 
unsuspected abyss of horror. I must save 
her now ! " 

" Where was it that this thing happened ? ^*^ 
asked Wanda. 

"At the library window of the Oh&teau 
Boman. Zadwiga advanced to it from the 
inside; Demetri rushed to meet her from 
the darkness of the garden ; I was also in 
the darkness." 

" I thought you were in Paris ? " 

Niko cast at her the strangest look, full of 
mixed emotions. 

" I never went,'* he answered. " I did not 
go from the. neighbourhood. I returned to 
watch the ch&teau." 

" To watch the chateau 1 Why ? " 
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^^ Because I believed you loved Demetri, 
and I wanted proof; and, if I could have 
proof, I wanted revenge. I believed I had 
ample proof— I took the revenge." 

Wanda fell upon her knees again, just 
where she was, in the midst of the room. 
Niko saw by her drooping head, her folded 
hands, her slightly moving lips, that she was 
praying. He remained where he was, motion* 
less; while she prayed he could not move 
about. For a long time they remained thus. 
The daylight grew a great deal stronger 
during the silence; perhaps an hour was 
passed in this way. Now and again he 
glanced at her face, and quickly looked away 
again. It was a strange sight — that kneel- 
ing figure. The clear light streamed in full 
upon her. She still wore her white robe, the 
loveliest of all her theatrical dresses. Her 
face invested it with a new character ; instead 
of the fascinating toilette of a brilliant 
actress, it appeared like the white garment 
of a nun. 
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At last she rose slowly^ and stoodsilent for 
a moment. But bier face was all alight and 
trembling with emotion. She reached oat 
her hands with a gesture, which it would be 
difiSbult to interpret* Niko felt that there 
was somethingof love or of compassion in it. 

" Niko/* she said, " we are each heavily 
punished for our passions." 

He came nearer, and took her outstretched 
hands in his. 

There was a couch at the foot of Wanda's 
bed. Here these two sat. through the dull, 
silent hours of early morning. Nothing was 
said after Wanda's words, which showed her 
sense of sharing in this crime that had been 
done. She looked at the wall opposite her, 
seeing, not it, but her past, the mysteries of 
her proud heart. 

But they remained close together; Wanda's 
hand lay in her husband's. In this hour of 
agony a great breach had been healed. 

At last there were faint footsteps in the 
passages, and dim sounds travelled to their 
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ears from the kitchen of the hotel. This 
fearful night was at an end. The great in- 
terval between the gaiety of the supper, and 
these sounds of every-day morning life, ap- 
peared to these two as a time of acute feeling 
given to themselves alone ; something which 
was apart from the doings or the lives of all 
other people in the world. 

Niko rose gently, loosing Wanda's hand 
from his. 

" The office will be open now — or, if not, 
it will be very soon.*' 

A stifled cry burst, as it seemed, from her 
very heart. 

"They will kiU you I" 

"Does it matter?*' said Niko, in a low 
voice. "Such love as ours is more than 
lifel" 

He moved away and waited for no answer 
from her ; but as he reached the door he 
heard her speak. 

"Dear God, be merciful I " 

He did not return until two hours later. 
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During this time he had telegraphed to 
Jassy, and had ascertained that it was pos- 
sible to start almost immediately upon the 
journey to Roumania. He then hurried to 
the hotel, and went straight to Wanda's room. 
He found it totally changed, and Wanda her- 
self transformed. Instead of a quiet place it 
had became a chaos ; the maid was hard at 
work packing trunks. Wanda wore her grey 
travelling dress ; the veil was on her face ; 
she was buttoning her long gloves. 

" How soon do you start? " asked she, the 
instant Niko appeared. 

" In an hour,'* he answered. 

" I don't think Louisa can be ready," she 
said. ** She must come by a later steamer. 
I think she had better warehouse the trunks, 
and then go for a holiday to her fiiends in 
Paris." 

" But what do you mean to do ? " exclaimed 
Niko, amazed. 

" To come with you, of course," said Wanda. 
Then, seeing his look of astonishment, she 
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cried out, " Do you think I am made of 
stone ? Don't you know I should die, left 
here?'* 

" But the theatre," he stammered. 

" I will pay the forfeit," she said. " I am 
going round now to the manager to tell him 
so. You ordered the carriage, Louisa ? " 

" Yes, Madame," answered the maid, who 
was all but utterly bewildered. 

" Then I will go. I will tell them to give 
up my trunks at the theatre to you, Louisa ; 
you must warehouse them altogether. Niko, 
I will be back at the door again, in the car- 
riage, in balf-an-hour. Will that be in 
time ? " 

" Just, if you are punctual," answered 
Niko, who, seeing her determination, wasted 
no time in further remark. 
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It was a strange voyage, this crossing of the 
Atlantic, to these two. The whole peoples 
of the earth were obliterated to their mental 
vision ; they were but conscious of three 
human beings — themselves and Zadwiga. 
An agony of anxiety and remorse was lit up 
in their hearts by a vivid tenderness ; each 
regarded the other as something newly dis- 
covered, until now obscurely seen and not 
understood. The confidence between them 
which had wholly passed away not long after 
their marriage, was restored now in a new 
strength. A great solemnity lay upon them 
because of the sense that their future was bo 
short. 
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Niko knew that he was going to his doom, 
and he accepted the fact with a quiet matter- 
of-fact heroism which amazed Wanda. She 
had no idea that such a quality as this was 
in him. The resolution and vigour of his 
nature, which had made his revenge so 
sudden and certain, now made his expiation 
equally swift and sure. He had never hesi- 
tated as to his course of action in either 
case. 

Wanda never left her cabin except at night 
sometimes, when she would come out upon 
deck for a little while. The other passengers 
never saw her save by faint rays of star- 
light ; if the moon was bright she remained 
below. Her strong imagination made it 
appear to her that people must see the 
tragedy in which she lived written on her 
face ; moreover she could not endure the 
neighbourhood of those who were living in 
the slight joys and sorrows of every-day life. 
Her seclusion caused the strangest legends 
to be circulated among the passengers. Of 
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course everyone found out who she was ; 
and naturally there was some disappoint- 
ment at not being able to see the great 
actress close, to inspect her travelling-dress 
and her complexion, and observe how she 
got on with her husband. That husband 
was an even greater mystery than herself, 
although he was often seen. He, until 
lately the most companionable of men, now 
made friends with no one. The horror of 
being alone, the hunger for human associa- 
tions had not left him, but now that Wanda 
knew all the history of his crime, and in 
spite of it had given him her love and sym- 
pathy, she appeared to him to be the only 
person in the world. All others were 
separated from them, creatures who lived 
in a different atmosphere, concerned them- 
selves with common-place affairs, and moved 
in a world of every day. To Niko it seemed 
as if a barrier were around himself and 
Wanda; they were in the very heat of a 
horrible tragedy, and were more isolated 
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than the actors on a stage, because they had 
no audience. Both were possessed by one 
feverish, burning desire — to reach Zadwiga. 

The sea voyage appeared to them intoler- 
ably tedious, although they were in one of 
the swiftest steamers, and the weather 
favoured them. The sea was smooth and 
quiet, and all day Wanda lay in her berth 
feeling each hour to be an age, and wishing 
almost for the distraction of rough weather. 
Niko never left her side for more than a few 
minutes. His fierce restlessness compelled 
him to rove about, and he wandered con- 
tinually on deck and about the ship. But 
he had hardly left Wanda a moment before 
the mysterious sensation returned upon him 
which drove him back to her ; a fear of him- 
self, a horror of being alone with his own 
thoughts. The other passengers thought 
him the oddest, fiercest, most irrelevant 
specimen of a titled foreigner they had ever 
met with. 

The weary sea voyage over, they felt as if 
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the worst of the journey was at an end. It 
was possible to save time now — to hurry 
forward without food or rest. There was 
some satisfaction in doing this; and night 
and day they travelled on. Wanda's mind 
often went back to that horrible last journey 
to Jassy, when it seemed if an icy barrier 
was raised for ever between herself and Niko. 
It was a wonderful thing to her to realize, 
in the midst of her distress, how absolutely 
this barrier had vanished. Never again 
could it be created, for now they understood 
each other as they never had done before ; 
and the sense which they had of sharing in 
this crime made each regard in a new light 
the faults of the other. Wanda felt as if 
the pride which had led her into provoking 
Niko's jealousy had gone from her for ever; 
she was filled with shame and humility. 

They seldom spoke in the course of the 
long sad journey, but they exchanged very 
often glances of the deep sympathy possible 
only to two who are suffering together. 
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Nothing remained to be said ; in the long 
days upon the Atlantic the past had been all 
explained, and their hearts had been laid 
bare. Now they knew but of one thought — 
to reach Zadwiga. Niko telegraphed again 
from Paris that he was on his way. But 
they stayed for no answers to his telegrams, 
so that they travelled on in total ignorance 
of what condition Zadwiga might be in. 
The dread was always with them (though 
neither dared to word it) that they might be 
too late I 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

On their arrival in Jassy, Niko immediately 
gave himself up to the police. Wanda 
parted from him when they left the train, 
and hurried straight to the prison. She 
was refused admission, but she gathered 
news which was some comfort. The trial 
had been delayed until Niko's arrival. The 
porter told her that in any case she would 
not be allowed to see Zadwiga, because she 
was in a fever, and delirious. 

"Her husband was allowed to see her 
again yesterday,*' he said ; " and the doctor 
has forbidden any more visitors.'* 

" Is her husband here ? " exclaimed Wanda. 

"Yes; an Englishman. He is moving 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



202 THE PBBTTIBST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

heaven and earth for her; he has got an 
advocate here from Paris." 

" Do you know where I can find him ? '* 
asked Wanda. 

The man told her the hotel where Arthur 
Dene was staying. She saw at once that 
her best course was to go to him. She 
turned and left the prison, with the strangest 
feeling in her heart — a sense of unreality. 
She could not realize that it was indeed 
Zadwiga they talked of, that her sister was 
imprisoned within these cruel walls. A great 
weariness was on her now, after the long 
journey; and it was a dreadful thing to 
remember that Niko had left her, and why 
he had left her. She dared not think of it ; 
only she knew that she was in a condition 
of blind and helpless misery. When she 
arrived at the hotel she could but just make 
the people understand what she wanted ; her 
strength was almost gone. 

It was quite early in the morning, and 
Arthur was in the hotel. The servants 
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thought he was not yet up; but in reality 
he had been up since day-break. He seldom 
got more than an hour or two of sleep in the 
night; and the condition in which he had 
found Zadwiga yesterday had so filled him 
with anxiety that he had not slept at all. 
He was in a continual excitement also as to 
what Niko's telegrams could mean ; the 
police had promised him immediate informa- 
tion when any further news arrived, and he 
lived in expectation of it. When the servant 
came to his room Arthur was sitting at his 
table, writing a letter to his mother, in which 
he endeavoured to make clear to her unhappy 
Zadwiga's story. But it was a difficult 
task. When he heard who was asking 
to see him, he sprang to his feet to go im- 
mediately ; then he turned back, took his 
letter and tore it up. " Some way of escape 
may be at hand," he said to himself ; " and 
perhaps she need never know." 

He found Wanda waiting for him in one 
of the sitting-rooms of the hotel. She 
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seemed hardly able to speak ; but she caught 
his hand with a passionate gesture of delight 
at meeting him. 

" You have seen her ! " she managed at 
last to articulate. '* Tell me how she 
is?" 

" She is very ill/' said Arthur, in a low- 
voice. 

Wanda threw herself upon a couch which 
stood near, and seemed to sink into an 
apathy of despair. " If it should be too 
late — if she should die 1 " she murmured, 
and the tears began to fall down her face, 
though she did not know it. Arthur hardly 
knew what to do. Wanda's distress seemed 
too deep to be broken in upon by words. 
While he stood in a moment of hesitation, a 
knock came at the door. He went to it and 
took a letter from the servant. It was from 
the chief of police. He tore it open, and 
glanced at it. In a second he was at 
Wanda's side. 

" This is too horrible I " he said. " Wanda, 
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speak to me — tell me what you know ! Where 
is your husband ? " 

" In the hands of justice/* she answered. 

"Then it is true?*' 

He stared at the paper in his hand as if 
still unable to credit the words written upon 
it. 

" It was my husband who killed Demetri,'* 
she said. 

" But why ? " stammered Arthur. 

"I drove him to it," she said, with a 
sudden calmness, as if her grief and remorse 
were turning her to stone. " In my folly I 
tormented and stung him. T did not know 
what he was ; I did not realize that I was 
playing with edged tools. My poor Niko I 
He was mad with jealousy. Blame me as 
much as him 1 '* 

Arthur looked at her very earnestly for a 
moment ; then he began to walk about the 
room. After a while he came to her again, 
and said — 

" Are you fit to talk ? Can you tell me 
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the whole story as you know it ? I have a 
good reason for asking this of you." 

"I will try," sbe said, and motioned to 
him to sit near her, for she seemed hardly 
able to speak above a whisper. 

Then she poured out to him the whole 
history of her brief married life. 

It was a strange thing to hear these inner 
secrets of two hearts. Arthur felt the fasci- 
nation of it, notwithstanding the overpower- 
ing special interest which he had in the 
nari'ative. 

When she had told all he remained silent 
for a little while. Then he said — 

** I must leave you, and go out. Can you 
rest, do you think ? " 

** I feel afraid to be alone," said Wanda. 
" I am so full of dread 1 " 

" Shall I take you to the Chateau Roman ? '* 
he asked. 

Wanda gave a cry of horror. 

** Anywhere in the world but there I I 
could not bear to see it. No, no, 1 will stay 
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here alone if you must go. Only do not be 
away very long ! " 

** Prince Sacha is in the town," said 
Arthur ; " I am going to see him. Shall he 
come to you ? " 

" Oh, yes," said Wanda ; " he is very kind. 
I shall be thankful if he will come." 

Arthur left her and went direct to Prince 
Sacha's house. He had a long conversation 
with him, and then drove out to the Chateau 
Roman. 

When he returned to Jassy the old 
Princess Miralda was with him. They did 
not go to the hotel where Wanda was, but 
to that where the advocate from Paris was 
staying. After a consultation with him, the 
Princess drove away alone to visit some of 
the authorities of Jassy. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Wanda passed two days of acute misery and 
dreadful solitude. She could not obtain 
permission to visit Zadwiga, and she found 
herself powerless in every way. She was 
quite alone, for everyone appeared to be too 
busy to come near her. Afterwards, when 
she looked back on these days, they seemed 
to her like one long nightmare or delirium. 

On the evening of the second day. Prince 
Sacha came into the room. 

" Prepare yourself," he said ; " try not to 
be excited." 

" What is it ?" she exclaimed. 

"Zadwiga is released," he answered; 
'* Mr. Dene is taking her to my house." 
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" Oh, let me go to her ! " cried Wanda, 
instantly rushing towards the door. 

" But I have more to tell you," he said ; 
"and you must know it before you see 
her." 

"What is it?'* she said again. "Oh, 
tell me quickly ; I can bear anything if you 
tell me quickly I " 

" Niko is not to suffer in her place," he 
said, taking her hands in his and watching 
her face. 

" Not to suffer in her place 1 " she repeated, 
vacantly. Then she suddenly cried out, "Do 
you mean he is not to die ? " 

" My child, we have saved him. He 
believed his jealousy was justifiable. If his 
surmise had been correct it would have been 
held that he had a right to Demetri's life. 
And as things happened his mistake was 
unavoidable* The highest influence has been 
exerted, and he is not committed for trial. 
He leaves Jassy to-night, and travels out 
of the country; he is exiled* But it is 
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all over now ; the thing will be hushed up — 
no one will hear any more of it. Do not let 
yourself get excited, dear child, or you can- 
not see Zadwiga.** 

" Take me to her," she said, " or I cannot 
bear it ! " 

She put her hands up to hide her face, but 
the tears rushed over them like falling rain. 
Sacha put his arm round her and almost 
carried her to the carriage which waited 
at the door. 

It had been a considerable risk to take 
Zadwiga to Prince Sacha's house ; but he 
and Arthur had both been determined to 
remove her from the prison the moment that 
she was free. She had been moved with 
great care, and was herself unconscious of 
what was done, for she was delirious. 

Wanda was taken immediately to the room 
in which her sister lay. A nurse was there, 
and Arthur was standing looking into the 
pale face upon the pillows. He turned as 
Wanda entered. 
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" Don't mind if site does not know you/* 
he said to her, as she approached the 
bed. 

Zadwiga fixed two great glittering eyes 
upon Wanda for a moment, and then said, 
confidently — • 

" Yes, I know her. She is the Queen of 
the Fairies. I have seen her dancing on a 
midsummer night." 

Wanda sank upon her knees beside the 
bed and hid her face in its white drapery, 
Zadwiga immediately forgot that she was 
there, and went on to talk to Arthur, whom 
she believed to be all manner of persons 
in turn, but never himself. 

Presently Arthur came to Wanda and 
touched her on the shoulder. 

" Do you know the good news ? " he 
whispered. 

^^ That Niko is safe ? " she said, looking up 
at him, her hands still clasped as if in prayer. 
*• Thank Heaven, yes I " 

" He will go to England," he said, ** where^ 
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if Heaven is merciful, we will all join 
him." 

Wanda knew what these words meant; 
Zadwiga*s life hung but on a slender thread. 
She buried her face again and prayed. She 
was still in this attitude when old Karol came 
into the room. He had come with something 
which the nurse required. 

He was very much aged and broken by his 
confinement; but his hardy habits were a 
part of his nature, and he persisted in busy- 
ing himself with waiting on Zadwiga. 

Wanda rose to her feet, when she saw him, 
and went to take his hand and kiss it with 
the affection of a daughter rather than that 
of a mistress. 

" Well, well," he said, presently, " we are 
saved after a fashion, if it does not cost my 
dear young mistress her life yet. And I am 
thankful indeed that Prince Niko is not to 
be tried for his life for the killing of such 
vermin as that cousin of his ; yet it does 
seem strange that it's all because he's a 
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Ghyka ! Those that wouldn't raise a finger 
to save my innocent young mistress are 
ready to move the very mountains that one 
of their own family shan't be tried in a public 
court ! " 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

One afternoon, some two months later, a 
party of five travelled up in the express 
from Dover to London, which attracted some 
inquiring glances. It contained many elements 
of the picturesque. There were the two lovely 
sisters, the broad-shouldered young English- 
man, Niko, with his dark face, and old KaroL 
Niko had waited for the rest of the party at 
Dover; and had passed a dreary week in 
the town. He was hungry to be once more 
with people who knew him and his story ; he 
longed to have Wanda with him again ; and 
yet he feared to meet Zadwiga. He fancied 
she must be terribly altered after the confine- 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IS WARSAW. 215 

ment and her long and weary illness; he 
expected, too, to meet reproach in her eyes. 
But that was over now. Zadwiga had no 
thought of reproach in her heart. She was 
too happy for that. And the illness had 
left her even lovelier than before ; she 
looked like a frail flower; a delicate wild 
blossom. 

Arthur was to take his wife straight home 
to Dene Court; old Karol was to go with them. 
The thought of separation from the young 
mistress whom he had so long loved and 
guarded was unendurable to him. He pre- 
ferred exile among a people whose language 
and manners were totally strange to him, to 
leaving Zadwiga. 

Niko had taken the old rooms in Half Moon 
Street for himself and Wanda. Nothing 
would induce them to go to Dene Court, 
although Arthur urged it, and represented 
that now he was the master all was changed. 

" No," said Wanda, " let Zadwiga take her 
place in your mother's heart without any 
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hindrance. If, some day in the future, 
Zadwiga chooses to acknowledge her 
sister the actress, the Milovitch will be 
glad." 

Everyone laughed at her manner and tone 
as she said this. It was in the train ; for, 
now that they were getting near London, 
Arthur had renewed his invitation. 

" That Zadwiga shall be happy is every- 
thing," added Wanda more seriously, " and 
it would be a dreadful thought to me if my 
existence, or rather the fact of my profession 
being what it is, made any difficulties for her. 
And I can't keep quiet. I must go back to 
the stage very soon or I shall die. I am sick 
for it already." 

Zadwiga smiled as she looked in her sister's 
face. This hunger for the stage was a feeling 
she did not share and could not understand. 
Although she had loved her work when she 
was in it, she would have given up the 
greatest of public triumphs for Arthur's 
sake. But she recognised that to Wanda no 
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man's love could take the place of the mys- 
terious something which makes public life 
fascinating to the bom actor. And Zad- 
wiga knew that the power which made 
her sister a queen of the stage lay as 
much in her hunger for it as in her 
genius. 

" Yes, you must go back to it," she said, 
*' or you will be ill. But don't go over that 
terrible Atlantic again — ^not till I am strong. 
It frightens me that you should be so far 
away 1 '* 

" I will not go yet," said Wanda, ** perhaps 
I shall never go. I have paid my forfeit; 
it has left us poor. I suppose the manager 
was right to * skin ' me ; he had to give back 
the money for all the seats that had been 
booked." 

" What do you mean to do, then ? " asked 
Arthur. 

" Don t ask her," interrupted Niko ; " she 
never knows until the last minute." 

"Perhaps I shall play in London," said 
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Wanda, ** so don't be in a huny to acknow- 
ledge me, Zadwiga. Take your own place 
quietly, and let events work for us as they 
will/* 

Arthur had written to Mrs. Dene merely 
telling her, by way of explanation of the 
long delay in their return home, that Zad- 
wiga had been very ill. He added that she 
was still exceedingly delicate, for he knew 
that would soften her heart towards this 
young creature who was coming so far from 
her own people and country. 

Mrs. Dene, living quietly in the retirement 
of her mourning, had no thought of the 
future except for Arthur. Now that her 
husband had gone, her whole heart was 
given to her son ; and when the newness 
of her grief had worn away, he was con- 
tinually in her mind. She accustomed her- 
self, by dwelling upon it, to the romantic 
fashion of his marriage; and she consoled 
herself by the thought that she had never 
met an English girl whom she considered 
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worthy of him. The pride which, had 
Arthur spoken of his marriage before Mr. 
Dene's death, would have taken the form 
of indignation and anger, now appeared in a 
new shape. Her own sorrow had softened 
her, and her first desire was to see Arthur 
happy ; her pride made her take up a position 
which would have surprised Arthur, though 
he thought he knew her. She met all 
inquiries with a manner which suggested 
that Arthur's marriage was a source of the 
greatest pleasure to her, and, indeed, made 
people fancy that she had been in the secret 
all along. She made it appear the most 
natural thing in the world that nothing 
should have been said about it because of 
Mr. Dene's dangerous illness. In this way 
she smoothed the path for her children. She 
knew well of what value all that she was 
now doing would be to Zadwiga in the 
future. 

The large carriage was to go to the station 
with innumerable cushions and rugs for Zad- 
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wiga. Mrs. Dene ordered it, and then passed 
through a stage of excitement and indecision 
as to where and how she should receive her 
new daughter. At last she yielded to her 
real wish and went in the carriage. The 
moment she saw Arthur she knew she had 
done right. His face lit up with pleasure. 
He quickly said something to Zadwiga in 
French, as he lifted her out of the train. 
She was still very weak, and conld hardly 
stand or walk alone. She grew a shade paler 
as he spoke to her, and when Mrs. Dene saw 
her face she thought that this was the frailest 
and the loveliest creature it was possible to 
imagine. Her heart went out to her at once 
in two or three very commonplace English 
words, which poor Zadwiga, in her bewilder- 
ment, could not at all understand* 

" My dear," she said, " I am so glad to see 
you." 

For a moment Zadwiga hesitated, and 
then, suddenly flushing crimson, she said 
in French — 
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" Madame, I hoped to speak English 
when I met you ; but now that the 
moment has come I have forgotten every 
word 1 '' 

Mrs. Dene laughed at this; looking with 
increasing admiration at the fair creature 
Arthur loved. The momentary flush of em- 
barrassment had given a marvellous beauty 
to the delicate face. 

Zadwiga was carefully packed into the 
carriage in a perfect nest of cushions, and 
Mrs. Dene talked to her in French, trying to 
make it all appear easy and natural, as if they 
were quite old friends. At last Zadwiga 
summoned her courage and ventured upon a 
few words in English. Her accent was pretty, 
though very strong, and Mrs. Dene welcomed 
with delight the heroic attempt. 

** When you talk together," said Zadwiga, 
** it sounds to me like the twittering of birds ! 
But I must learn to understand it. I mean 
to speak so well that no one shall know I am 
not English.'* 
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As they drove up to the great house^ a 
sense of deep peace fell upon Zadwiga. 
She had expected to be afraid, but she 
was not. She knew that now she was at 
home. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

Mbs. Dene having once made up her mind to 
accept her new daughter without any question, 
gave herself up completely to the pleasure of 
the thing. She half worshipped Zadwiga in 
a few days ; she petted and spoiled her, and 
was never weary of wondering at her beauty. 
She was proud to introduce her to the callers 
who came thick as bees, and full of curiosity. 
Zadwiga's lovely face and sweet manner won 
all hearts ; people went away saying, " How 
charming she is I " and almost forgetting to 
say, "but no one can make out who she 
was ! '' 

Mrs. Dene was delighted in observing that 
no woman with a third of Zadwiga's distin- 
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ffuished beauty ever entered the drawing- 
room ; she often told Arthur she believed his 
wife would be the loveliest woman in London 
if she should choose to appear there. 

Dene Court appeared to Zadwiga like a place 
made for happiness. She had a low pony- 
carriage with a pair of strawberry ponies; 
and in this she went all over the park and 
round the home farm, and sometimes still 
further afield, upon land belonging to the 
Denes. Sometimes Arthur drove her, and old 
Karol sat behind; but often when Arthur 
had business to attend to, he went on horse- 
back, and Karol took charge of the pony- 
carriage. But even then he was continually 
joining them, and telling Zadwiga all about 
the property, and his various plans and ideas. 
She was out of doors nearly all day with him, 
and the hours as they passed were one long 
delight to her. The effect upon her health 
was soon visible ; she grew a little stronger 
every day, and the curve of her cheek altered, 
and a delicate bloom was always upon it. 
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In the house she had a lovely sitting-room 
of her own ; its wide bow window framed a 
grand view of the park, and a broad ledge 
ran below it crowded with flowering plants. 
Here she wrote long letters to Wanda, describ- 
ing the paradisiacal life which she found her- 
self leading. And she implored Wanda to 
tell her whether she, too, was content. 

"I am more than content,'* wrote Wanda, 
in reply. " Like you, I am in the seventh 
heaven, for I have arranged everything as I 
wanted to. I am engaged to play a series of 
French plays at the Frivolity — ^all my favourite 
parts. And they have got a good French 
company over to support me. I am to begin 
in a new play — if it succeeds it is to run. 
Here is enough happiness for a woman who 
cannot live without the stage ! Then Niko 
and I have made up our minds to have a 
home of our own for a little while just for a 
treat. We have taken some delightful rooms 
in Kensington Gore, where we can see the 
Park from every window, and we are f urnish- 

VOL. III. Q 

Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



226 THE PEBTTIBST WOMAN IN WARSAW. 

ing them ourselves. We are like two chil- 
dren over it, and, as we have not much 
experience in such things, I daresay it 
will have rather the air of a doll's house. 
But what does it matter? Some day soon 
I shall be off to St. Petersburg, Vienna, 
perhaps America — then the dear little 
dream will all evaporate. But for the 
moment it is very pleasant to make believe 
that I live in your country ! Then, too, there 
is yet another thing. I don't know if it is 
supposed to make one happy to be the fashion 
— ^if so, I should be very happy ; for certainly, 
I am the fashion. My card-tray is crowded 
with titles. Duchesses have become quite 
commonplace to me. And I always believed 
that the English aristocracy were so very par- 
ticular ! But people tell me that just now the 
stage is in fashion, and that these duchesses 
would like to be on it if they could. Perhaps, 
after all, Mrs. Dene might not be so much 
shocked if she should hear what my profession 
is ? But don't run any risks; for I know what 
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it is like in France. The old country families 
don't follow the fashions and follies of Paris, 
which come and go in a week ; they despise 
them. I go every night to some great house 
or other ! I forget half the grand people 
I meet. I hear some very funny French some- 
times; for all the people want to speak to 
me, and try to, whether they can or no. It 
cannot be denied that it is very amusing to 
be the fashion. But I am so glad to have 
rehearsals again in the morning ; it makes life 
seem real." 

Zadwiga knew her sister well enough to 
read between the lines of this letter. She 
saw that Wanda was living in a fever of ex- 
citement, and she suspected that the real 
centre of her life at the moment was the new 
play. Very little was said of it ia the letter, 
which made Zadwiga guess that it was too 
intense and absorbing an idea to be spoken 
about yet, while its fate was still un- 
certain. 

*' How I should like to dress her for that 
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great firsfc night I '' she said, when Arthur 
was reading the letter. 

**Do you want to go to her?" asked 
Arthur, who was in an abject condition of 
willing slavery. If he could guess at any 
wish of Zadwiga'si and gratify it without 
waiting for its actual expression, then he was 
satisfied. 

"No," she answered, with a smile. " She 
has JSTiko, and I don't think she can take more 
than one person into her heart when she is 
impersonating a new character. It was only 
a fancy of the moment. I used to think no 
one else would ever be able to dress her. 
But those days are at an end." 

"You don't regret them?" asked Arthur, 
quickly. ^ 

Zadwiga's only answer was a smile. Now 
that her face had taken a fuller curve, her 
smile was wonderfully lovely. It had always 
been singularly sweet ; now it had an added 
charm of expression. It showed one dainty 
dimple, and brought such a beauty into her 
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face that Arthur would try to make her smile 
in order to see it. She was one of those rare 
women with whom it is a delight to talk 
because of the passing expressions of the 
face. And she had the glorious gift denied 
to nearly all Englishwomen, of looking lovely 
in laughter or in tears. 

Arthur was well satisfied with his answer ; 
he knew the meaning of this radiant smile of 
love and content. But still Wanda's letter 
gave him some food for thought. He disliked 
the separation which existed between the 
sisters, and he felt as if it were hardly right. 
He determined to seize the first opportunity 
to end it. Now that Zadwiga was absolutely 
his own, and safe in his home, he felt com- 
paratively indifferent to the criticisms of 
Society. Moreover, he knew well that, if 
Wanda remained long in London, the re- 
lationship must be known. 

It was about a week after he had taken 
this resolution that he saw, when he opened 
the morning paper at breakfast time, two 
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columns devoted to an account and criticism 
of Mademoiselle Milovitch's first appearance 
in a new play by a celebrated author. A 
host of great people had been present on the 
occasion ; many of their names were given, 
the list commencing with Royalty and ending 
with literary and artistic notabilities. Arthur 
glanced through it, and saw that Wanda had 
accomplished something greater than any- 
thing she had done before, even in her 
triumphant career. She was pronounced to 
be the greatest actress of the age; Royalty 
had gone out of its way to publicly congratu- 
late her on her marvellous creation ; her 
fashionable audience had gone wild with 
enthusiasm. He turned back, and quietly 
commenced reading the notice aloud to his 
mother and Zadwiga. 

Mrs. Dene was sitting behind a great silver 
urn, looking a perfect picture of the lady of 
the old school. She had never given up 
the housewifely habits which she considered 
every mistress of a largo house should have. 
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Zadwiga liked to watch her at the breakfast 
table, pouring out the fragrant cofEee and 
sweet-scented tea with her own hands. 
Arthur sat opposite her, surrounded by a 
formidable array of letters and papers. 
Between the two was Zadwiga, wearing a 
white morning robe, which made her look 
more like a delicate flower than ever. 
Arthurs dogs filled up the intervening 
spaces; well-trained to keep their noses off 
the table, yet rooted to the spot while the 
meal lasted, they existed in a subdued state 
of excited expectation. Some delicious 
morsels might be their share before the table 
was deserted, for if no one else thought of 
them, Zadwiga did. She was fond of all ani- 
mals, and these dogs were especially dear to 
her because they were Arthur's, and because 
they loved their master. But now she did 
not notice them. Directly Arthur commenced 
reading she sank back in her chair and re- 
mained motionless, her eyes upon his face, 
her ears drinking in every word. It was a 
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very long notice, and Arthur read it deliber- 
ately. When he had finished there was a 
silence at the table. He did not look up, 
for something else in the paper had caught 
his eye, and he was turning over to it. 

Mrs. Dene was buried in thought, looking 
into her teacup and stirring a few leaves that 
lay in it as if she were trying to tell her 
fortune in them. Arthur went on to read 
aloud the paragraph he had found. It was 
only a list of the names that had been 
present at a great reception of the night 
before ; like the list of the notabilities in 
Mademoiselle Milovitch's audience, it began 
with Royalty, only in this case the great 
actress was numbered among the guests. 

" Well, well," said Mrs. Dene, presently, 
" the world has changed since my day. But 
genius should be recognised. I think it is 
right that a tragedienne^ such as this you 
read of, is an honoured guest in all houses, 
though it seems very strange to me. I re- 
member her name, but when she was in 
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London before she was a comidienne. How 
is it that she has startled the world so in 
tragedy ? Can an artist develop in a new 
walk so .suddenly ? " 

A sob burst from Zadwiga. 

"Ah, Madame," she said, in a stifled 
voice, " she has learned her lesson in real 
life ! She has suffered so much since 
then I" 

Mrs. Dene looked up, and then started 
from her chair. The tears were falling down 
Zadwiga's cheeks, for she was still very 
weak. 

" My child, my child, what is it ? " she 
exclaimed. She ran to Zadwiga, and put 
her arms round her. " Why do you cry ? " 
she said. 

** She is my sister," said Zadwiga, 
faintly. 

" Your sister ? What, Mademoiselle Milo- 
vitch ! Ah — ^then you have been on the 
stage ? Is it not so ? I understand, dear 
child ! I knew there was something you 

VOL. III. B 
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were afraid to tell me. But now it is all 
well. Let me dry those tears, for you see 
your sister is a great lady, and everyone is 
worshipping her." 

Mrs. Dene poured out these words hastily, 
for she instinctively guessed what were 
Zadwiga's feelings ; and she loved her so 
dearly that she could have bitten her tongue 
for having said what she had about Wanda. 
Arthur, watching them, saw that Zadwiga 
would be forgiven almost any crime. All 
Mrs. Dene desired was not to hurt or distress 
the flower-like creature who had won her 
son's heart and her own ; and Zadwiga knew 
well what a precious thing was this tender 
mother-love. 
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CHAPTER XXin. 

It was late in the season when the Denes 
came to town ; London was crowded, and in 
all the flutter of fashion. They had waited 
till Zadwiga was quite strong again after the 
birth of her baby — a boy with his father's 
smiling eyes. Then they came, though only 
for a little while. Zadwiga had learned to 
speak English easily, with but a slight and 
very pretty accent. When she appeared in 
Society, she became almost as much the rage 
as was her sister ; she was the most beautiful 
young married lady of the season. Many 
people will remember the excitement caused 
by the beauty and charms of these lovely 
sisters. 
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Their cup of happiniBss seemed to be full 
to the brim at last. Zadwiga fancied herself 
lost in a dream of delight when she sat at 
the theatre between her husband and his 
mother, and watched her sister's triumph. 
Wanda drew tears from Mrs. Dene as from 
all who saw her ; the power she had de« 
veloped was that of rousing the^ sympathies 
of her audience. She no longer made men 
and women laugh ; she made their hearts 
ache and grow tender, as if from actual 
trouble. 

Her terrible experience had taught her to 
take the last step in her art; she had planted 
her foot on the highest rung of the ladder, 
and stood a queen, crowned by the final 
triumph of tears wrung from a thousand 
hearts. 

THE END. 



C. 
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